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CHAPTER I 

Verschoyle glanced at the clock impatiently. 
It was a quarter to ten. Usually he began 
work at half-past nine, but his secretary had 
not come yet, and his brain was simmering 
with ideas which would not wait. 

He took a couple of turns round the room, 
stopped for a moment at the window to look 
down on the turmoil in Victoria Street, and 
became absorbed in thought The flat was high 
and quiet, and well furnished. Anthony Vers- 
choyle had a cultivated taste, and the means 
of a successful modern novelist. The bronzes 
and pictures were admirable, the decorations 
and upholstery a soothing harmony in green. 

As for the man himself, he seemed the 
natural component and creator of his environ- 
ment. There was no trace of either effeminacy 
or brutality in his clean-shaven face. He 
was impressive. His voice had the note of 
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A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

authority and composure which proceeds from 
self-reliance. His clear-cut features, medium 
colouring,^ grey eyes, and well-knit figure, 
were the materialization of a vigorous body 
and mind. 

For a week the book — his new book — had 
lain aside for lack of an inspiration. He had 
played on other strings meanwhile. Now — it 
had been born in the night, the missing idea he 
sought, and he felt that he could make head- 
way again. 

Ten struck. Impatience mastered him, and 
he sat down at the writing-table alone. 

Just then an electric bell rang. A few 
moments later a girl came into the room. She 
was shabby, but neat, in black. She was 
white-faced, dark-eyed, thin, and twenty-two 
years old, with the experience of fifty. Her 
manner was nervous this morning, which was 
unusual ; ordinarily she had the composure of 
her class ; but it might be that she was a little 
afraid of him, or of losing her place. 

" I beg your pardon for being so late," she 
said. " I overslept myself." 

" Never mind," said Verschoyle, politely. 
He got up without looking at her, intent upon 
the MS. he had been glancing through, and 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

the girl took her place at the blotting-pad, and 
unscrewed her fountain pen. It was his habit 
to dictate to her in shorthand, which she con- 
verted into neat typing when he had gone out : 
he could not endure the tapping of the machine, 

*'We11 leave the letters," he added, ''till 
by-and-by. They don't press, and I want to 
get on with that book." 

" Yes," she said, in toneless obedience. 

** Will you kindly read it through to me ? 
ril make some alterations." 

The girl began to read. Her voice was 
refined, and occasionally pathetic, but she en- 
deavoured to restrain it to the monotony of 
a machine. She was the secretary ; it was 
obvious that the fact was impressed upon her 
mind. Verschoyle did not employ her to 
declaim. 

The story was in its infancy. Only the first 
chapter, in fact, was written. So far anybody 
— almost anybody — might have created it, 
although it was the originality as well as the 
realism of Verschoyle which had given him his 
place among the first half-dozen novelists of 
the day. What he had portrayed was merely 
the meeting of an orphan girl working for her 
living in London, with a young city man of fair 
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A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

position, whose proposal of marriage she re- 
ceives with a gasp of thanksgiving, as the 
release from daily toil and strife for bread. 
There was no suggestion of love on her side, 
and a hint of mystery about the girl cropped 
up at the end of the chapter, to be explained, 
probably, in the next. 

The author made a few amendments, and 
half-an-hour had passed by the time the last 
line was reached. 

'* ' She wondered if she had done right to 
accept him.*" 

Verschoyle, who had been lying on the sofa, 
rose, and began to walk about the room. 

'* * She wondered if she had done right to 
accept him.* You see," he continued, ** she is 
in a deuce of a predicament, poor girl ! She 
has a secret, and what she has to decide upon 
is, whether she owes more duty to him than to 
herself.'' 

*' I see," said the secretary. 

She looked surprised that he should trouble 
to explain himself to her ; he rarely did so ; 
it was seldom, indeed, that he spoke to her at 
all except in the way of business. They had 
had no confidences in the three months that 
she had been with him, not the least intimacy ; 
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A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

he was not the man to expand promiscuously, 
although he could be genial enough in genial 
company, and her reserve was of the aggra- 
vated kind which walks through life with lips 
grown thin from compression, and sombre eyes. 
To-day he was so pleased at overcoming a 
difficulty, that he broke through his usual 
reticence with a flush and a smile. 
" Begin, please," he said, and dictated : 
*' From the moment she had discerned that 
he would ask her to marry him one day, she 
had been pondering this question, but never so 
earnestly as now. She ought to tell him, but 
if she did she would lose him and the home he 
could give her. His was not a great mind. 
Nobody understood his limitations better than 
she. He would make her a kind husband, 
but his smug respectability would shrink from 
the secret which had lain, a hidden horror, in 
her breast for years. God knows how she had 
suffered over it, and prayed that it might not 
drive her madl This man had seemed to 
bring peace with him — peace and rest, but 
there was none for her. He was the apotheosis 
of all the suburban virtues, and she was the 
daughter of a murderess who had been hanged 
for her crime ! *' 
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A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

The girl at the table started, and dropped 
her pen, and raised a bloodless face, quivering, 
hunted, aghast. 

** It is the story of my life ! *' she cried. 
"How did you know?" 
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CHAPTER II 

"The story of your life!" repeated Vers- 
choyle, incredulously. 

''Yes— all of it— all of it!" 

" Of course I didn't know. What a remark- 
able coincidence ! " 

The shock of surprise had almost taken his 
breath away. He gazed in a sort of stupefac- 
tion at the girl, who had risen and stood with 
her back against the table, grasping it, her 
cheeks white, her lips, white, her dark eyes 
wild, dilated, her bosom panting under her 
shabby gown. 

'* If I had told it to you, it could scarcely be 
truer. But I know more than you, clever as 
you are. It is here," — she struck her breast — 
''the agony which you have only imagined, 
which I have felt ! Oh, the shame, the misery, 
the anguish of my life ! " 

She stopped and sobbed. It was evident 
that she had forgotten where she was, that her 
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self-consciousness, restraint, subservience of 
service were alike swept away by a torrent of 
emotion. She talked because she had to talk, 
and Verschoyle, watching her, wondered if he 
had never seen her before, or whether the 
smothered fire that he had fanned to flame had 
transformed an ordinary girl into the tragic 
muse, with her great eyes burning in her pale 
cheeks, her mobile lips, her white forehead, her 
quivering throat and hands. 

" Sit down in the arm-chair," he said, with 
charming gentleness. " Don't cry. I am very 
sorry for you. It is most unfortunate that I 
should have stirred such painful memories. . . . 
Would you like some brandy ? " 

'^N— no.'' 

She had sunk into the chair, herliead bowed; 
stricken, sobbing still. 

He stood before her, and his voice when he 
spoke again was tense. 

** Is the affair with the man going on now ? " 

"Yes, he proposed last night. That was 
why I slept badly, and was late this morning." 

** You have accepted him ? " 

She nodded. 

**And he knows nothing."^" 

" Nothing." She wiped her eyes without 
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A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

looking up. '* It's just like your tale. I don't 
know what to do." 

" Who are you ? Tell me all about it." 

"Do you remember the Durand case.'^ It 
happened a long time ago ; I was only seven 
years old." 

** I can't recall it," he said, in a low tone. 
" What did she do ? " 

The girl rocked herself to and fro in blind 
agony. 

**She was jealous of my father and she 
killed him." 

-Good Lord!" 

'* She was hanged. I knew all about it. A 
servant took me to see the black flag flying 
over the gaol. I dreamed about it afterwards, 
and screamed in the night. I dream about it 
still. I have her portrait taken with my father's 
during their honeymoon. He was a very 
handsome man, and she was like I am now, 
only beautiful ; the eyes, the mouth, the colour- 
ing are the same. . . . There was no money 
for me. A public subscription was raised, and 
I was sent to school till I was seventeen. I 
have been keeping myself since. I have 
never spoken about it to any one before, but 
you startled me — you startled me so," 
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'* Have you no relations or friends ? " 

She shook her head. 

* * I am alone. At school I thought they 
whispered about me, and I used to hold aloof 
for fear of a snub. It was the same afterwards. 
Oh, you can't realize what it is to be cut off 
from the world as I am ! When people are 
kind to me I think : * If they knew who I was 
they would turn away ! ' and I feel a hypocrite, 
and fear to make friends. I never forget. I 
don't think that I have ever been happy. 
Sometimes it seems to me that I shall die if 
I can't tell somebody what I feel ; but I daren't 
talk about it." 

" Go on," said Verschoyle, thoughtfully, " talk 
to me." 

**They say," she whispered, *'that it isn't 
painful to be hanged ; just a shock, and then — 
nothing. But what must she have felt in the 
days beforehand ? To have killed a man, her 
husband! What a horror must have been 
upon her — enough to drive her mad ; what 
shame, what sickening fear! And she was 
going to die. There was the Afterwards to 
face. What has become of her ? " 

"Ah, there you raise a difficult question! 
Are you religious ? " 
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'* I don't know. I don't go to church often, 
because they talk about things that frighten 
me. Do you think they've met again .-^ She 
loved him, you know ; she must have loved 
him. Did he hate her, or did he forgive— or 
is it all nonsense, and was that the end ? " She 
pushed her black hair from her brow feverishly. 
** I lie awake at night thinking it out till my 
brain swims and my flesh creeps, and I never 
seem to get any nearer the truth." 

" I think," said Verschoyle, studying her, 
"that you have lived too much alone. You 
were wrong to nurse these ideas in silence for 
so many years. It would have been better for 
you to have told every one you met." 

*' No — no — no," she cried, shrinking. ** I 
should have died of shame. I don't know how 
I have managed to talk to you like this. I 
suppose it is because you seem to understand. 
You won't betray me, will you? You won't 
think badly of me ? It's such a terrible thing 
for a girl to have fastened on her." 

** Of course I won't ' think badly ' of you," he 

answered. '* Why should I ? You couldn't 

help it I pity you with all my heart. But 

you ought to tell your lover." 

** He would give me up ! " 
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** If he IS worth his salt it won't make any j[ 

difference. He will only try to comfort 
you." 

"You say that," she cried, **but you don't 
make the girl in your book believe it, and I 
know you mean her to lose him." 

" But my lover is a poor little conventional 
cad, bound to the chariot wheels of Mrs. 
Grundy." 

"And so is mine." 

** Will he be any loss, in that case ? " 

"Oh, don't you understand?" she said, 
tearfully. " You wrote it ! What is to become 
of me ? I have had such a dreary, lonely life ; 
I am so poor. He is well off; he could give 
me a home, and he loves me. Nobody else 
loves me. He is the first man who has ever 
noticed me. I might never have another 
chance, and I might get ill and lose my work 
at any time ; and what should I do when I 
grew old?" 

Verschoyle regarded her with half a smile, 
the first relaxation of humour ; with a little 
curiosity too, of a different kind — a late interest 
in the potentialities of her youth and sex. 

"You do look for the worst, don't you? 
Why should you not have another and a better 
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offer by-and-by? You are only a young girl 
still." 

She shook her head, which he noticed for 
the first time was small, well-shaped, well-set 
A shadow brooded in her eyes. 

" I am not attractive. I am too dull, too 
quiet, too sad. Men — most men — like gay 
women who amuse them ; pretty, well-dressed 
women with parents and friends. Besides, I 
never meet anybody, and if I do IVe no home 
to ask them to. I don't know why George 
cares. He's a nephew of the people where I 
board — not quite a gentleman, you know, but 
— he loves me. He's my only chance. After 
all," she said, defiantly, **what is it to do with 
him who my parents were.'^" 

** Has he asked you ? " 

" I said that my father was a gentleman. 
It's true." 

**0f course it is your own concern," said 
Verschoyle. ** I can't presume to influence 
you." 

"You think that I ought to tell him, though ! 
Of course yoii are right." She was con- 
ventional again, suddenly — the girl, dull, de- 
corous, subdued, who had passed in and out 
of his days unobserved. Even the touch of 
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subservience returned. ** But before I came 
to you I was out of employment for weeks, 
and nearly all my money went. I was so 
frightened. You don't know how difficult it is 
for a girl to get on. Do I suit you ? Do you 
mean to keep me ? You won't turn me away, 
will you, if he doesn't want any more to do 
with me?" 

" No," said Verschoyle, gently, '* I won't 
turn you away. I think we are getting on 
very well, don't you?" 

The girl rose. 

**You have been very kind to me to-day," 
she murmured. " I shall never forget. You 
must have thought me mad to burst out like 
that ; but it has been such a relief to talk. I 
won't take up any more of your time. Shall 
we begin to work?" 

'* Do you feel like it ? " 

Her lashes drooped. 

*' I don't mind, I am here to work." 

" Go home, and see your lover, and tell me 
to-morrow what he says." 

** You are sure that you can spare me ? " 

"Yes. Have a glass of wine before you 

go." 

He touched the bell. They both waited 
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silently, eyeing each other sometimes. The 
girl sipped the wine as though she were not 
used to it. 

" I wish you luck," said Verschoyle, drinking 
himself. 

'* Oh, I know what it will be ! " she answered, 
hopelessly. '* Your book will come true." 

"Good-bye," he said, and they shook hands 
for the first time in their lives. " Mind you 
come to-morrow — and — and don*t fret more 
than you can help." 

Her lips quivered. 

When she had gone, Verschoyle threw him- 
self into an arm-chair, and wiped his face. 

"Well, this is a new experience," he mused. 
" I have seen Bernhardt and Duse, but I don't 
think I ever realized tragedy as keenly before. 
And what a tragedy! She never rose above 
the commonplace until to-day. I scarcely 
looked at her. She was the representative of 
a class, no more — a type, not a personality. 
It is the difference, I suppose, between truth 
and art — or shall we say between art and a 
temperament combined with truth? A plough- 
boy would be a dumb repository. She has the 
sensitiveness of a photographic plate; every 
emotion is felt, reproduced : passion, tender- 
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ness, imagination. Grown to womanhood she 
lies awake, the child who saw the black flag 
flying, and asks herself if that husband and 
wife have met again. I should never have 
thought of that ! What a touch ! There's life 
in that — the keystone of a character. Good 
God! how morbid she is! Her white face, 
her black eyes and hair ; the thinness of her, 
the nervous delicacy of her hands — all just as 
it should be. ... I could not have drawn her 
half as well as she is made." 

He rose and paced the room in the restless- 
ness of excitement. It was as though the 
tragedy he had invented had materialized under 
his eyes. A ghost, illusive, indistinct, had 
turned to flesh and blood. He had wondered 
how to invent her, this girl of gloomy parentage, 
and he had only to describe. She was here as 
a model in his hand. 

He could not but realize what an opportunity 
of a lifetime this was for him. Chance had 
placed it in his power to write a book that 
should be such a human document as had never 
been written before. And the subject appealed 
to him ; he had chosen it ; he was not being 
forced into an uncongenial task for the sake of 
utilizing good material. 
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"It IS strange that it should be now, while 
she is with me, that the idea should come," he 
thought. ** The coincidence opens up an inter- 
esting problem. Is there anything in thought 
transference ? Can her continual brooding on 
the one subject have affected me ? " 

He was intensely anxious to place his new 
impressions on paper. He hated the manual 
effort of writing, but it would be easier to do 
this part of the book without her. If some 
of the emotions, phrases, ideas, struck her as 
familiar afterwards, she would merely conclude 
that he had grafted them upon the character 
previously conceived. 

Flushed enthusiasm kept his pen moving for 
a couple of solid hours. If he lacked anything, 
most days, it was that fervour without which 
the novelist becomes a mere cold-blooded 
manipulator of words — a Frankenstein creating 
bodies without a soul. The curious episode of 
the morning had stirred him powerfully. The 
feeling was upon him that now, if ever, he was 
to surpass himself, and write a book that was 
worthy to live. 

When he stopped at last, it was not for want 

of material. A chilling recollection had brought 

dismay to his face. 
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The man might marry her after all ! What 
a pity it would be — how deadly commonplace ! 
Identified with his heroine as she had become, 
he would find it difficult to contrive an artistic 
ending to his book. She should have a tragic 
history ; at least her neurotic temperament 
should expand uncramped. It would kill his 
imagination if she were to settle down into a 
suburban matron and the mother of babies. 

"Although no doubt the less interesting she 
became, the healthier and the happier she would ^ 

be, and I am brutal to hope that 'George's' 
loyalty will prove unequal to the strain/' he 
told himself. ** Fortunately or unfortunately, I 
have no influence in the matter, so my selfish- 
ness is not a crime. We shall see ! " 

It was luncheon time, and a servant came to 
call him to the dining-room. His excitement 
had given him an appetite. It had been a 
morning to set the pulses of a man's life moving 
faster. He had gone to sleep over that story; 
he had felt uncertain of his deductions, de- 
pressed by misgivings ; now he was in his best 
mood. 

What news would she bring to-morrow ? 

He would not have believed a week ago that he 

could be so interested in this girl. 
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CHAPTER III 

Alice Durand lived at Netting Hill in a tall, 
shabby house where they took boarders at a 
guinea a week. Verschoyle only wanted her in 
the mornings, however, so she was received for 
ten shillings in return for her services as **lady 
help" in the afternoons. As he paid her 
liberally, she was able to put by fifteen shillings 
a week for clothes, 'bus fares,, and emergencies. 
In fact, she was better off than she had ever 
been, but experience had taught her the in- 
security of every salary in this life. 

She reached home with a mixture of sensa- 
tions : — the sickness of agitation and suspense, 
a shrinking consciousness that she had expanded 
to a stranger and a man who had certainly 
taken no pains before to gain her confidence or 
make himself her friend. To her intense reserve 
this seemed a terrible thing to have done ; 
although it had relieved her over-charged heart, 
and he had advised her conscientiously, she 

19 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

knew. She grew alternately hot and cold. 
How could she have unveiled her inmost 
soul to Anthony Verschoyle .-^ She was not 
used to talking about herself. His uncon- 
scious hand had opened the floodgates of her 
soul. The impulse to put into words what 
she had been feeling with such hideous keen- 
ness all her life, had been too strong to resist. 
The artificial restraint had been broken down 
by the pent-up emotions of years. The girl 
had hidden her tragedy, crushed it in her breast 
till the agony of it had almost driven her 
mad. It was as though she had screamed at 
last. 

What was her lover going to say to her ? 
She had no hope. If Verschoyle had not put 
her duty before her, she would have vacillated 
and tormented herself perhaps to the very eve 
of the marriage, and spoken then. It was 
better as it was. Love might have found a 
guilty happiness, for a few weeks, in the 
engagement ; she did not love her fianUy so 
she had nothing to gain by prolonging the 
suspense. 

She was so tired of dependence, servitude, 
poverty. When she reached her own bedroom 
at the very top of the tall boarding-house, she 
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took her things off and cast them down with 
a sort of passion. The means of escape was 
within her reach, and she must renounce it. 

"It's hard," she said, between her teeth, 
"hard. Am I never to have a little comfort 
and happiness, a home of my own.^" 

Her stormy eyes sought their own reflection 
in the glass. A lock of black hair fell over her 
forehead, accentuating its whiteness ; her cheeks 
were colourless ; her mutinous lips trembled still 
over the memory of that storm in Verschoyle's 
study, and the anticipation of the interview to 
come. 

The prolonged sound of a gong mounted the 
well of the staircase. She washed her hands 
and tidied her hair hastily, and went down-stairs. 

Luncheon was on the table. A lady of un- 
certain age, with a golden fringe, was presiding 
over a cold leg of mutton, and a dish of curry ^ — 
the mutton in another guise. There were only 
two or three women and an old man at the 
table. Most of the boarders were clerks who 
were absent during the day. 

" You are home early," remarked the hostess. 
"How's that .>" 

"Mr. Verschoyle didn't want me any longer 
this morning." 
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Mrs. Wilson waved the carving-fork at the 
dishes. 

" Which will you have, my dear ? " 

The woman was vulgar but good-natured. 
She had taken Alice to the play in the pit 
occasionally, and once to Kempton Park races. 
It was on the latter occasion, in fact, that 
George Wilson had made the girl's acquaint- 
ance. 

He was coming to dinner to-night, and she 
would be able to get her confession over then. 
Would he think it necessary to tell his aunt 
who she was ? In any case she would lose the 
prestige which the engagement had conferred 
upon her in the boarding-house, where George 
Wilson with his smart city clothes and gay air 
was **such a gentleman." 

Mrs. Wilson asked her a question twice 
before she heard it. She was wondering what 
Anthony Verschoyle, the cultivated, fastidious 
Oxford man, would think of the dirty table- 
cloth, the oleographs and *' rep " furniture, Mrs. 
Wilson's golden " front " and slipshod English, 
and George Wilson when he was trying to tell 
a funny story. 

And yet she, who could see every short- 
coming, every vulgarism in \itx fianci^ from the 
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scented oil on his hair and the geranium in 
his button-hole, to his lamentable ignorance, 
trembled at the thought of losing him. They 
had not a thought in common ; his point of 
view on every subject was as ** impossible" 
as his summer clothes ; he was no more her 
equal in refinement than in intellect. His sole 
merits were that he was fond of her, and could 
give her a home. 

But she had to be thankful for him — ^grateful 
that this pacha of Mincing ' Lane had con- 
descended to throw the handkerchief, and to 
rehearse her miserable story in order to find 
phrases which would tell the truth yet shock 
him least, trembling the while with fear that he 
would not consider her good enough to be his 
wife ! 

A wild gleam came into the girl's eyes ; her 
breast heaved. In a passion of revolt against 

w 

her fate, her crushed pride rose, and she felt 
inclined to fling his ring back to him without a 
word. Why should she apologize to him — 
cringe to him for what she was } Why should 
she humble herself to any man } It was he 
who was not good enough for her ! 

She wept again in her room afterwards. She 
hated the world, outcast that she was through 
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no fault of her own. If only she had had 
money in her hands, and could afford to hold 
aloof, wrapped in the reserve of a defiant and 
despairing melancholy. The humiliation of 
her dependence upon this man ate like vitriol 
into her soul. Her pride which had survived 
her tragic parentage, fought in her breast with 
her weariness of the life she led, its insecurity, 
the dread she had mentioned to Verschoyle of 
what her future might be if this one chance of 
marriage passed her by. 

When George came to dinner — a. slim, 
sloping-shouldered young man, with an un- 
wholesome complexion — he had tickets for the 
theatre. 

She sat out the Greek God, deaf and blind to 
the vulgar tinselled folly which kept her lover 
in a roar, postponing the evil moment in an 
agony of apprehension which made her despise 
herself. 

They entered a hansom to go home, and she 
shrank from the lamplight and the man's 
familiar arm. All her carefully-rehearsed 
phrases had melted away. But the inevitable 
moment had come. 

** I've something to tell you, George." 

** Eh, old girl .? " 
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** My mother was hanged," she said. 

George Wilson stared at her blankly. It 
took him a long time to grasp a new idea. In 
the present instance the idea was so startling 
that it produced an effect natural upon his order 
of mind. 

** Oh, you are joking," he said, with a feeble 
chuckle. ** Your mother was hanged ! That's 
a good 'un, by Jove ! " 

** I am not joking," said Alice, steadily. 

" rU tell aunt when we get to the house," 
he said. " Won't it startle all the old ladies ! 
I say, what are you looking so glum for ? I'm 
meant to laugh, ain't I ? " 

" It's not a joke," repeated Alice. " Oh, 
can't you understand what it is costing me to 
tell you ? I thought you ought to know before 
you married me." 

The young man was silent for a moment. 
His face had grown bewildered and pale, and 
he stammered when he essayed to speak at last 

" Do you — do you mean that it's really true? 
— no humbug, you know ? " 

"Haven't I said so three times already? 
She killed my father through jealousy, and she 
was hanged fifteen years ago." 

** What an awful woman ! " 
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The girl shrank. 

" I suppose she was in a passion. It's very 
terrible. But it isn't my fault. / couldn't 
help it." 

A sullen flush of anger overspread Wilson's 
pasty complexion. 

" I've been badly treated," he said. " It's 
been kept from me. I ought to have been told 
before." 

" Now you are angry," she said, in a tone of 
despair. "It was because I feared you would 
be, that I found it so difficult to confess. What 
is the use of resenting it on me ? I am not 
responsible for what my mother did, and no 
worse for it surely ! " 

" The daughter of a murderess," he muttered. 
** Whatever would people say ! " 

** Why need anybody know ? " she asked. 
** It can be a secret between ourselves." 

" People always worm things out," he said. 

" Women watch like cats to pick holes in each 

other. I shouldn't have a moment's peace; 

besides — no, it's impossible ! You've deceived 

me. You've played a beastly low down trick 

on me, Alice, and I don't feel called upon to 

overlook it." 

The girl sat bolt upright and silent in the 
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hansom, gazing straight before her; she felt 
hard rather than tremulous and pathetic. She 
had meant to support everything he chose to 
say meekly; but her mood after all was not 
meek. He was selfish, narrow, cowardly, and 
she despised him. He had not a word of pity 
for her, only of reproach, and she would have 
choked if she had attempted to beguile him. 

** I was led to believe," continued George, 
with feebly vindicitive passion, " that you be- 
longed to decent people, and all that, or of 
course I shouldn't have wanted anything to do 
with you. A man in my position looks to 
marry suitably — well ; his people and friends 
expect it of him. You know that I asked most 
particularly, when we were first acquainted, 
who your parents were." 

'* They were better born than yours, George." 

A man of his stamp cannot quarrel in cold 
blood ; he was working himself into a rage on 
purpose. 

'* Mine were respectable at any rate, and if 

you are going to throw my father's china shop 

in my face," he said, with unconscious humour 

and deep offence, "the sooner we wish each 

other good-bye the better ! I can understand a 

girl in your position wanting to better herself, 
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but I say again that I have been grossly 
taken in, and I'm quite justified in 'aving no 
more to do with you." 

"Very well," she said. ** It is as you like, 
of course." 

** If I had been told at the very beginning," 
he said, " it would have saved me a good deal 
of unhappiness. I was very fond of you, Alice." 

" Were you ? " said the girl. 

She laughed faintly, and he glared. 

**Yes," he repeated, "I was very fond of 
you, and looking forward to be settled com- 
fortably in a decent and respectable 'ome. 
YouVe deceived me, and aunt, and all the 
people in the house. I wonder you weren't 
ashamed to do it, seeming so open too. It 
was very artful. You are evidently not the 
girl I fancied you." 

"If I had told you when you proposed, 
would you have married me?" she asked. 

" Er — I don't know," he stammered. ** I 

might have done so. ... It isn't exactly a 

pleasant thing to think that one's wife's mother' 

committed a murder! There may be a wax 

image of her in the Chamber of Horrors at 

Madame Tussaud's " — he called it Twoswords 

— " for all I know ! A nice thing for a fellow 
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in my position to think of ! In justice to 
myself, I couldn't, Alice. We've had a good 
time together, and I thought you were a deuced 
nice girl, but I really can't. One must draw 
the line somewhere." 

She had been pulling off her glove while he 
spoke. 

" Here is your ring back," she said. 

"Oh!" He was going to say "Never 
mind, keep it," in a burst of generous emotion, 
but checked himself. It had cost him fifteen 
pounds, and she had really treated him very 
badly. He took it sourly and put it in his 
waistcoat pocket "Thanks." 

An awkward pause followed. 

"And I let you kiss me," she murmured. 

He did not understand her at all. Of course 
he had kissed her ; they had been engaged. 
He wished the drive was over. He could not 
leave her in the middle of it very well, and 
she made him uncomfortable, sitting beside 
him like a sphinx with her tight lips and stony 
eyes. 

"You need not return the presents I've 
given you," he jerked out, at last. 

^* You are very generous." 

" I don't know whether you are trying to be 
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sarcastic," he replied. ** If you are it's most 
unbecoming and unnecessary under the circum- 
stances. I hope," he added, "that you won't 
take too much to heart anything I have said. 
It is natural, I think, that I should feel 
bitter." 

''Need we talk about it any more?" she 
said, impatiently. "You don't consider me 
good enough to be your wife, and I am rather 
glad now the climax has come. We were not 
suited to each other. I doubt if we should 
have been happy in any case." 

" You didn't seem to have any qualms 
formerly. I am afraid it is a case of sour 
grapes, my dear ! " 

She withered him with a glance, and the cab 
stopped. 

" Thank goodness ! " she exclaimed. " Are 
you coming in?" 

" No." 

'* Good-bye, then," she said, relieved. 

** Good-bye," he said, sulkily. 

They shook hands, and the girl got out, 
leaving him in his seat. 

The cab drove off as she admitted herself 
with her latch-key. There was a light still 
burning in the dining-room, and Mrs. Wilson 
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came out. She was in a crude mauve silk 
blouse, which she wore for dinner, with plenty 
of fluttering ribbons about it, and gold buttons, 
some of which were missing. 

''Where's George?" 

** He wouldn't come in." 

'* I thought he would have 'ad a bit of 
supper," said Mrs. Wilson. ** There's some 
cold steak-pie, and baked custard, if you'd 
like it." 

" I am not hungry, thanks," said Alice. " I 
am tired. I shall go straight to bed." 

" Did you enjoy yourself?" 

"Not particularly. Good-night." 

Mrs. Wilson's good-humoured laugh followed 
the girl up-stairs. 

" I believe you and George have been having 
a tiff," she said. *' What silly creatures lovers 
are ! " 

Alice went to her room, and began to un- 
dress. There was a pathetic suggestion of 
poverty in the flickering candle-light. She was 
a well-formed girl, but much too thin. All her 
life she had fretted and fevered her soul almost 
out of its envelope of flesh. She hugged her- 
self in her arms, and looked at the saucers in 
her shoulder-blades, and at her hollow eyes, 
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Yes, the brief episode of her engagement 
had ended just as she had anticipated, only 
that he had been even more vulgar and unkind. 
When George Wilson became excited he lost 
command over his aspirates, which were not 
hereditary ; he had distinctly said ** 'aving," and 
"'ome," and the Cockney intonation which 
irritated her had never been more marked. 
Nothing else could have helped to steady her 
nerves so successfully. His vulgarity, empha- 
sized by emotion, had robbed her sordid tragedy 
of half its bitterness. It had helped her to 
realize, as even she had never done before, 
how far apart they were in spirit, and how 
insufferable even the "comfortable 'ome" he 
had alluded to might become when shared 
with him. 

She was glad that she had not cried. She 
would have despised herself for ever if she had 
stooped to beg of that worm. And it was not 
likely that she would have gained anything 
by it She had little of the witchery of the 
happy woman. Self-distrust, morbid self-con- 
sciousness, were ingrained in her. It was only 
under the sun of George Wilson's admiration 
that she had been able to emerge from her 
reserve, and directly he frowned she. had shrunk 
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back again. The tears, the entreaties, which 
might have enabled some girls to keep him, 
were impossible to her. She had no faith in 
her own powers of fascination, although she 
did not under-rate her worth. Anxious as she 
had always been to marry, she had never made 
the faintest advance to ^ny man. George 
Wilson had taken the initiative entirely. If a 
millionaire, who was also a hero of romance, 
had been within her reach, she would not have 
stretched out a finger towards him. She was 
as mute and helpless, in certain respects, as 
though she were petrified. 

The reflection of her sallow face in the glass, 
her great eyes, re-aroused her pity for herself. 
The storm which had shaken her that morn- 
ing was threatening to return. 

"It isn't sour grapes ! I wouldn't take him 
now if he went on his knees to me ! " 

A hot tear rolled down her cheeks, and fell 
on the "honeycomb" cloth. 

She brushed out her long black hair with a 
sweeping motion, and shook it about her 
shoulders. She looked like an elf. The candle 
was spluttering. She had been extravagant 
with it last night, and Mrs. Wilson would not 
allow more than two a week. 
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When she had got into bed, she sat hunched 
up for a while under the covers, with her thin 
hands clasped round her knees. 

*' I suppose I shall never marry now," she 
thought. "It isn't likely that another man will 
fancy me. And I don't think that even for a 
home, I could stand a second George Wilson. 
I wonder what they'll say down-stairs about it ? 
Of course I shall have to go. He is sure to tell 
his aunt all about it, and I am not going to be 
gaped at by these people." 

It was the old business again. The shameful 
secret of her birth had hounded her down. 
She would have to take a room, and live on the 
twenty-five shillings Verschoyle gave her, until 
she could find another cheap boarding-house 
willing to take her in at half-price in return for 
her services. She was accustomed to all the 
shifts of shabby genteel poverty already. No 
girl of her age in London was more capable of 
getting enough to eat on a few shillings a week. 

Fortunately she had been able to put by four 
pounds since she had been with Verschoyle, so 
that was something to fall back upon. She had 
often found herself in a worse plight. 

Gone were her dreams of comfort and in- 
dependence. The precarious existence of a 
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woman who cannot expect to earn more than 
enough for her immediate necessities, con- 
fronted her again. She began to cry a little 
by-and-by in the dark — miserably, not passion- 
ately. George Wilson had been better than 
nothing after all. He had made much of her, 
and given her some position in his own set, 
and she had had the restful consciousness of a 
settled future to look forward to. 

It was a long time before she fell asleep, and 
whenever she woke during the night an oppres- 
sion on her chest reminded her that something 
unpleasant had happened, and she moaned as 
she turned over and stretched her limbs. 

In the morning she found herself looking 
even less attractive than usual. Her eyelids 
were heavy, and her complexion leaden. 

** I might be fifty," she commented. ** I wish 
I were. Then I shouldn't have so many years 
to look forward to." 

She had intended to rise early, and pack 
before she went out, but she had overslept her- 
self after her feverish night, and only finished 
dressing hurriedly as the gong sounded for 
breakfast. 

The usual eggs and bacon and smoked 
haddock were on the usual grubby table-cloth ; 
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Mrs. Wilson was pouring out coffee and tea, 
and Miss Gribble, the eldest lady boarder, was 
adjusting her false teeth before she began her 
breakfast. Everything was the same, and yet 
it was strange to Alice Durand. She was 
going away ; this was the last time she would 
see it ; that made all the difference. She 
meant to come back to lunch, tell Mrs. Wilson, 
after she had packed, that her engagement to 
George was broken off, and that she wished to 
leave, settle her bill, and go at once. What a 
cackling there would be in the boarding-house ! 
She could hear everything that Miss Gribble 
and Miss Belmont would have to say on the 
subject. It did not matter. She would never 
see any of these people again. 

She was so sensitive about her parentage 
that there was always a certain relief to her in 
shaking off the trammels of familiarity, and 
going among total strangers. For a time, until 
she became intimate with her new associates, 
and the old burden of hypocrisy and reserve 
sank upon her shoulders again, she felt a sense 
of freedom which was almost exhilaration. 
While people were utter strangers to her, she 
did not feel called upon to tell them who she 
was ; it was when they began to give her con- 
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fidence for her own secrecy that the struggle 
began between the natural honesty of her dis- 
position and the agonizing shame of her birth. 
For this reason she always avoided contracting 
intimate friendships with other women. The 
affection of one of her own sex could not drag 
her out of her morbid isolation. She did not 
think that women ever cared for each other 
very much, and her own indifference, which she 
did not attempt to conceal, no doubt helped to 
confirm her in this view. There was nothing 
spontaneous and lovable about this girl, who 
had felt the stain of blood upon her brow since 
she was seven years old. 

"Mr. Verschoyle is sure to ask me what 
George said," she thought, as she buttoned her 
shabby black jacket. "He won't be surprised. 
I wonder what he thought of me for breaking 
down and making such a fool of myself yester- 
day ! " 

She coloured once more in recalling the 
unusual emotion she had displayed. It made 
her shrink from meeting him again. 
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CHAPTER IV 

The novelist was awaiting her with a good 
deal of impatience, as a matter of fact. He 
had thought about her more during the last 
twenty-four hours than he had done during the 
three months that she had been with him, or 
than he would have done in three years under 
ordinary circumstances. She had become the 
heroine of his book ; he had created her. 

A great deal depended upon the news she 
brought him to-day. If George Wilson re- 
mained true to his plighted word, his whole 
rendering of a certain type would be proved 
incorrect, and he would find himself confronted 
by a disconcerting blank wall of fact at the very 
outset of his imaginary perspective. 

** It is because life is full of inconsistencies," 
he muttered, ** that the novelist so often fails. 
He takes a certain character which is a type, 
not an individual, and makes him act as he 
ought to act, as he would act if he were a 
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machine. But all sorts of subtle influences 
and conditions play upon the real individual, 
and blow him about like a weather-cock. I 
feel that I am entirely wrong, and that George 
Wilson is staunch ! " 

When Alice came in — ^he had been listening 
for her ring as though he were her lover — a. 
glance at the girVs languid face told him that 
his last supposition was incorrect. 

** Well ? " he asked, eagerly. ** Have you 
seen your lover?'* 

** Yes. You were quite right. The engage- 
ment is broken off." 

**Ah!'' 

He tried hard to conceal his satisfaction as 
she went to the writing-table. Her voice was 
flat, toneless, he noticed, and she seemed to 
have no intention of telling him any more. She 
removed the top sheet of the blotting-pad, 
which was worn out, rearranged her sheets of 
foolscap in readiness for his dictation, and took 
up her pen. Yesterday might have been a 
dream. It was difficult to believe that she was 
capable of ordinary emotion, much less the 
passion she had displayed. 

Verschoyle walked to the fire-place, and 
poked the fire to make time for himself. He 
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glanced at the long, low glass, framed in beaten 
copper, which adorned the mantelpiece, and 
found her waiting for him, still apathetic as a 
machine in the writing chair. He could not 
stand it ; he was devoured by curiosity. 

" How did he do it ? " he asked, abruptly. 

'* As you expected," she replied. " You 
seem to know him as well as though you were 
acquainted. He was very indignant that it 
had been kept from him ; he felt that he had 
been taken in, and declined to have anything 
more to do with me. He pretended at first 
that it was only because I had deceived him 
about it so long that he cared, but he admitted 
afterwards that he couldn't have married me 
anyhow. He had his position to consider, and 
one had to draw the line somewhere." 

The novelist, who had dropped into a chair, 
closed his eyes involuntarily, with a luxurious 
feeling of self-satisfaction. The girl scribbled 
on the blotting-pad ; she drew ugly faces, and 
gibbets and skeletons hanging on them. Her 
abstractions never led her pen to. flowers, and 
things of beauty. 

Verschoyle broke the silence again. 

'* Do you feel bad about it ? " 

'* I don't think so. I never disliked him so 
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much. He was such a — a cad/' she said. " I 
noticed his accent, and phraseology, and his 
whole tone, and comforted myself." 

** You are fastidious, eh ? " 

** Yes, but it doesn't pay. Of course I should 
have been glad enough to get him; I'm not 
giving myself airs. He is as good as any one 
I shall ever get." 

** But you didn't, in your heart, consider him 
good enough, did you ? " 

" No ... I never expect to get what I 
want ; how can I, in my position ? I don't get 
a chance of mixing, on terms of equality, with 
gentlemen. As a matter of fact, I don't suppose 
one woman in a hundred in any station of life 
is really satisfied with the man she marries. If 
she is foolish, or proud, she tries to think she is 
— or to persuade other people that she is ; her 
vanity demands it. I don't believe in love 
matches. The man wants the woman, and the 
woman, in nine cases out of ten, accepts the 
man because she wants to get married, and 
nobody else has asked her." 

"You are a bitter philosopher for your age," 
he said. 

** I have cause to be," she replied. ** I am 
afraid I am wasting your time, Mr. Verschoyle." 

41 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

" No," he said, ".I like to hear you talk. It 
is so rarely that a girl, or even a woman, will 
discuss these subjects with a man." 

But her brief animation was over. Her lips 
snapped again, and once more she sat, pen in 
hand, waiting for him. 

He dictated half-a-dozen letters, and a short 
story which he had promised to a magazine. 
She was as careful and attentive as usual 
throughout the morning. If she had not ex- 
panded yesterday, he would have been unable 
to discern that there was anything special upon 
her mind to-day. She was a curious study. 
That rigid self-command, those wild, fitful 
sparks of passion which lighted her eyes at rare 
moments, stimulated the novelist's thirst for 
better knowledge of this daughter of a blood- 
stained love. He had never looked at her 
before with any consciousness ; he watched her 
now with the closeness of an absorbing interest, 
and could scarcely remove his gaze from her 
facev Once their eyes met, and a faint colour 
came into her cheeks. She was a girl after 
all ; he had been rather brutal. 

** Where do you live ? " he asked her 
brusquely, when the morning s work was over, 
and she rose to go. 
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She stared at him in surprise. The interest 
in her that he had begun to display troubled 
and embarrassed her. She was not used to 
being considered interesting by a man who did 
not leer or squeeze her hand. Her reply was 
unwilling. 

'* I am living at Notting Hill at present, but 
I am about to move." 

** Is there anything I can do for you ? " asked 
Verschoyle, rather bluntly for a man of tact. 
" Do you want any money ? " 

Her face flamed. She turned away hastily. 

" No, thank you, Mr. Verschoyle." 

** All right. I didn t mean to offend you," 
he said. 

When she was gone, he frowned and pulled 
his moustache. 

** A girl of her class Is always so suspicious, 
if she is straight. What motive did she imagine 
that I had beyond pure kindness ? Have I 
ever taken the least notice of her before ? She 
is very straight though — and with some ideas 
in her head." 
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CHAPTER V 

Alice carried out the programme she had 
arranged. She packed all her things and was 
quite ready to go before she said a word to 
Mrs. Wilson about it, and then had it all out 
with that lady in her own particular back room. 

Mrs. Wilson was highly indignant. 

**Your quarrels with George Wilson have 
nothing to do with me," she said, "and you 
can't go till Tve found somebody else. Tm not 
anxious to keep you against your will, don't 
think it, but I'm not going to 'ave the house 
upset any more just as a new cook's coming in, 
and all. It won't poison you to stay till the 
end of the week." 

" I can't," said the girl, obstinately. "I've 
arranged to go now, and must go." 

" You are an ungrateful hussy, Alice Durand, 
and I am sorry I ever 'ad anything to do with 
you. George is well rid of a bad bargain." 

Alice called a cab herself, helped the cabman 
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to drag down her boxes, and drove to Charing 
Cross Station, where she deposited her things 
while she went to look for a room. 

She knew London, and the cheap localities, 
and by five o'clock was installed in a bleak, 
barren little bedroom in the roof of a house 
near Russell Square, It was rather expensive, 
because it was a decent house, and the landlady 
was willing to get her breakfast and supper, 
providing she had her dinner out. The dinner 
would often consist of a cup of cocoa and a bun, 
no doubt, but perhaps she would soon be able 
to find another boarding-house. 

The next day was Saturday, and she had a 
holiday on Saturday ; Verschoyle usually went 
away for week-ends. She employed it in going 
to the agents and answering advertisements. 
She did not find exactly what she wanted ; but 
somebody offered her a place as governess- 
companion in Siam. To accept it would mean 
to leave England for years, perhaps for ever, 
but there was nothing to keep her at home. 
She had no relations, no friends ; an unhappy 
past to look back upon, a hopeless future staring 
her in the face. As usual, she regarded the 
proposal practically. English women would be 
rare and thought much of in a country like Siam. 
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Anything was better than the sordid, struggling 
existence which was all she could expect here. 
She might marry there. The wages offered 
were good, too. She would be able to save 
money, which would be a great consideration if 
no matrimonial prospects appeared. 

She asked for leave to think it over till 
Monday, but had already almost made up her 
mind to accept. 

Sunday in London is never a particularly 
cheerful day. Alice, accustomed to the *Mife" 
of the Notting Hill boarding-house, found it 
even more dreary than usual. Last Sunday 
she had had a substantial dinner at any rate, 
and George Wilson had come to take her for a 
walk, and they had gone as far as Oxford Street, 
and had tea at the Vienna Caf4 and ridden 
home outside an omnibus. His conversation, 
it is true, had not entertained her ; but she had 
felt in the world, part of it ; other girls with 
their young men had adorned the streets, and 
she had been one of them. To-day she was 
deserted. Nobody cared about her. She had 
not even a book to read, although it was question- 
able whether she would have read it if she had. 
The intense dreariness of the Sabbath in a 

lodging-house bedroom weighed her spirits, 

46 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

always near zero, to the dust. The handful of 
red coals half lost in a desert of ashes at the 
bottom of the grate, the dirty muslin window 
curtains framing a perspective of London 
chimney-pots and leaden sky, the silence which 
reigned among the roof tops, completed her 
misery. When a drizzling rain began to fall, 
the girl huddled herself in the greasy arm-chair 
and cried. 

" Oh, I shall go to Siam," she said. **I can't 
bear it." 

It seemed rather a reckless thing to go to the 
other end of the world to live with people she 
had never seen — a friend was engaging her ; 
but she felt inclined to be reckless: anything 
was better than London in poverty, friendless- 
ness, and mid-winter. 

** What does it matter what becomes of me ? " 
she asked herself ** If I can't remain with 
them, and am obliged to give notice before the 
stipulated three years are up, I shan't be worse 
off than I am here. There will always be a 
river handy." 

Her black eyes glowed fiercely through the 
tears. 

She began to think, presently, about Mr. 
Verschoyle and his new book : chiefly about 
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him. Probably he was at the seaside to-day, 
where the sun was shining, comfortably en- 
sconced in the Grand Hotel ; or perhaps he had 
gone to visit some of his friends, who all seemed 
to possess carriages, and country seats. People 
who could buy everything they wanted for them- 
selves always knew plenty of other people 
anxious to give them everything for nothing. 
This was one of the truisms of life which made 
Alice, who, having nothing, received nothing, 
very bitter. She bore Verschoyle no malice, 
however. He was a clever man, of whom she 
stood a little in awe, not more on account of 
his intellect than of that air of culture and 
good breeding which made her realize her 
own deficiencies so painfully. He had been 
kind to her the other day, too, over that co- 
incidence of the book. She hoped he would 
find another secretary who would take as much 
interest in his work. 

She thought she would make her own tea 
this afternoon. The singing of a tin kettle on 
the hot embers would suggest an atmosphere of 
homeliness and comfort which did not exist; 
with a little trouble, too, it might be possible to 
brown a slice of toast. 

Her economy was painful. She measured 
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the tea out of the caddy with the greatest care. 
If she had felt rich yesterday, she would have 
bought herself a sweet cake of some kind as she 
used to do when she was in lodgings formerly, 
but a fit of hoarding, the offspring of terror, was 
on her, and she was afraid to spend a penny 
more than was necessary. The delicacy of her 
own face in the glass had accentuated her usual 
fear of illness ; she was wiry despite the slight- 
ness of her build ; but this affair with George 
Wilson had upset her, and she remembered 
how easy it was to "take something" when 
one was run down. 

** Yes, I will go to Siam," she said again. 

She went to bed at eight o'clock, because 
there was nothing else to do, and she was cold 
and miserable. 

Verschoyle's study, the next morning, looked 
insultingly luxurious. It was empty, and as she 
stood on the hearthrug waiting for him, she 
wondered what he intended his heroine to do 
after her lover gave her up ; would she go to 
Siam also, or would she remain in London, a 
prey to poverty, loneliness, and despair ? 

" I suppose he has never seen a bedroom like 
mine," she thought. "In the interests of art, I 
ought to give him a description of it, and of my 
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battered tea-kettle, and the hole in my slippers, 
and the cracked looking-glass. Does he know 
what it is really like to live on a guinea a week 
in London ? " she wondered, with a flicker of 
passion. "He writes and imagines, but he can't 
know. He has never felt it. He has always 
been rich." 

When chance brought Verschoyle in a moment 
later, she hated him for the architype of her 
antithesis — prosperity and ease. He moved 
across his own Persian carpet as though the 
world belonged to him. His well-cut clothes, 
and white cuffs and hands, his smooth hair, the 
poise and turn of his head, all irritated her. 
How dared he write about poverty, and what a 
woman of her class felt ! The oceans of all the 
universe rolled between them. He could no 
more put himself in her place than she could 
put herself in his. 

He was very handsome. . . . 

The girl's gaze drooped. There was a sullen 
thumping in her breast, as though her heart 
were resenting the unseen authority which bade 
it beat. Why was she made to live when she 
had nothing at all, and there was so much that 
she wanted ? 

** Good-morning," she said hastily, in response 
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to his greeting. *' Mr. Verschoyle, will you 
please to find another secretary ? I yish to 
leave at the end of the week." 

** Oh ! how's that ? Aren't you satisfied ? " 

** Quite, thank you/' she replied. ** But I am 
going to Siam." 

** You are going to Siam ! " 

**To live with a family as governess-com- 
panion," said Alice. 

Verschoyle sank into the arm-chair on the 
hearthrug, and looked at her. 

**Siam," he said, slowly, '^is a long way off. 
What is the idea? Have you any reason to 
suppose you will like it when you get there ? " 

** N — no. Anything must be better than 
London." A liquid note entered her voice, and 
her fingers interlaced nervously. ** I am so 
tired of London," she said. 

" Who are the people you are going with ? 
Do you know anything about them ? Are they 
in London now ? " 

" No, I have seen a friend." 

** A man or a woman ? " 

**A man — a merchant in the city. He 
offered first-rate references. I think they must 
be people in a good position and well known." 

" Are they to pay your passage out ? " 
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'' Yes. I could not pay it myself. I have to 
sign an agreement to remain there three years. 
If I wish to leave at the end of the three years, 
or if they give me notice at any time, they are 
obliged to send me home, but not otherwise." 

" But suppose you don't like them ? " 

" I should have to put up with it. Of course 
people can't be expected to pay my expenses out, 
unless I undertake to stay with them some time." 

"It's rash," he said. " You may be very 
miserable. I don't believe in girls going 
abroad, especially to semi-civilized countries, 
to take situations except with personal friends 
or through mutual recommendations. It may 
sound all right on this side, but you don't know 
what you may be going to. Take my advice 
and stay at home." 

'* I have no home." 

''You are used to London," he replied, 
impatiently. ''It seems to me that you are 
better off here than you would be elsewhere." 

"It's the worst place possible to be poor in," 
she said. "I've had to leave my boarding- 
house on account of George Wilson, and I'm 
living in one room in a lodging-house. It's 
sickening. I mus^ have a change." 

" Even if it be for the worse ? " 
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**Yes," said the girl, with an obstinate 
indrawing of her lips. " I dare say I shall 
get on well enough in Siam. TU risk it, any- 
how. If I come to grief, what does it matter? 
Nobody cares." 

" I think you are foolish," said Verschoyle. 
*' However — you know your own business 
best." 

He set to work, and she sank into the 
automatic register of his words once more. 

It was her own life, herself, that he was 
portraying ; she knew that well enough ; the 
fruit of each of their conversations, and all she 
had told him, was ruthlessly utilized. Either 
it did not occur to him, absorbed as he was in 
the artistic value of his subject, that there was 
anything brutal in thus making her the instru- 
ment of her own dissection, or else he did not 
care ; and the passiveness of a spirit trained to 
obedience in the hard school of poverty, kept 
her pen moving with mechanical speed. But 
a germ of resentment was beginning to swell 
in her breast. She was alive, and he was 
gazing at her through a microscope, even unto 
her very soul. Her flesh crept as though she 
were naked under his eyes ; he described her 
scene with George Wilson, and her nostrils 
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contracted and she breathed through her teeth. 
When he gave her own reflections afterwards, 
renewed wonder at his insight, and shame, 
brought the blood to her cheeks : he might 
almost have been in her room to see her 
alternate anger and tears. 

She put her pen down. It was too painful 
to be borne. Her heart was beating painfully ; 
her lips were trembling. 

" Are you tired ? *' asked Verschoyle, abruptly, 
stopping in his usual perambulations. 

Habit was stronger than resentment ; she 
had had so many causes for complaint in her 
lifetime that necessity had forced her to conceal. 
It was true that she was about to leave, but 
she feared to offend him still. 

She stretched her hand as though she had 
had the cramp, shook her head silently, and 
took up the pen again. 

Verschoyle continued. Hers was the central 
figure of his book ; nevertheless he was not 
thinking about her in a personal sort of way. 
Photography is not art ; he had to choose his 
matter, to eliminate, to touch up a situation or 
an emotion when it lacked poignancy or the 
restraint which is sometimes the difference 
between tragedy and melodrama. 
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The whole morning was a torture to her. 
Endowed by nature and circumstances with 
more than usual sensitiveness, she flinched at 
every phrase which struck home. She, who 
had been so reserved, so secretive all her life, 
saw her thoughts and inmost emotions written 
down for the world to read. That the world 
would not know her name, was no comfort. 
He knew. She was glad she was going to 
Siam ; she was glad she would never see him 
again when this week was over. She even 
wondered how she had dared to face him, after 
telling him so much. He had seemed sympa- 
thetic at the time ; she had liked him better 
than before ; she was beginning to hate him 
now. He showed so plainly that he cared no 
more about her than that she was useful to 
him. Her sense of aloofness from every other 
human being was increased by his artistic 
egotism. A wild animal which understood 
that it was being kept in captivity for the 
populace to stare at, might feel as she felt. 
Her mute anger grew till she thought she must 
choke. 

Nobody cared for her, nobody protected her, 
nobody studied her. She was only supposed 
to have " feelings " when they were useful ; 
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otherwise she was to be a machine worked by 
the lever of twenty-five shillings a week. 

The clock struck one. Verschoyle*s flow of 
narrative was abruptly checked by the secretary, 
who rose at once. Usually she did not think 
of moving till he dismissed her, but desperation 
made her defiant. 

Verschoyle, who had lost himself for some 
hours in composition, came to the surface with 
a sharp glance at the girl. 

** I suppose I shall have to look for another 
secretary if you persist in going to Siam." 

" Yes," said Alice, indifferently. 

'* ril raise you to thirty-five shillings a week 
if you'll stay. You suit me." 

It was a princely offer. She was not tempted 
in the least, however; she was wounded and 
insulted, and still more wounded because he 
did not know it. 

" No, thank you," she said, sullenly, her face 
averted, as she tidied the table with her usual 
precision. ** I don't care to remain in London." 

^'You'll regret it." 

** Perhaps. Good-morning, Mr. Verschoyle." 

**0h, good-morning," he said, openly an- 
noyed. 
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CHAPTER VI 

Alice put on her things in the square hall 
of the flat, where a fire burned all day in 
extravagant luxury. Her lips were tightly 
compressed, her dark brows were drawn down. 
That she should have lived to refuse an offer 
of thirty-five shillings a week for a few hours* 
work a day! She might live comfortably on 
that, and save a little besides ; thirty-five shil- 
lings a week presented to a girl in her position, 
a state of existence rising out of the Slough 
of Despond, as represented by a lodging and 
enough to eat as long as nothing happened, 
into one of comparative affluence. She was 
glad that she had refused, all the same. It 
was not for her services that he had asked 
her to stay ; he could get secretaries by the 
thousand for a guinea a week ; he wanted the 
model to his hand. 

The girl stuck the pin in her hat viciously, 
and went down-stairs putting on her gloves. 
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She had a mind to send word to-morrow that 
she was ill, and not come back again. Every 
day he would embarrass her more. Only he 
would not pay her if she stayed away, and 
she did not want to break into her four 
pounds for board and lodging ; it was all she 
had for her outfit for Siam. As it was she 
would land with nothing in her purse in a 
strange country among strange people, and 
conditions which she might find insufferable. 
Verschoyle's warning, although prejudiced by 
self-interest, no doubt, recurred to her with a 
sickly pang. She might find it impossible to 
remain twenty-four hours with her unknown 
employers, and then what would she do ? She 
was certainly mad to refuse his offer. A girl 
with her living to earn had no right to proper 
pride ; even yet she had not learned to cringe 
and efface herself enough. 

Obstinacy was one of her most marked traits, 
and she had no intention of asking leave to 
change her mind. She was not going to make 
herself a convenience to him ; what did she 
care about his book or him.-^ He had never 
even seemed to recognize that she was a human 
being with a sex until she had been startled into 
the betrayal of a secret which interested him. 
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She had a mutton pie and a cup of tea at a 
cheap shop for her lunch, and sat over it until 
it was time to keep an appointment she had 
made concerning the situation in Siam. The 
little tables were all crowded with clerks, and 
other shabby girls like herself, some with 
anxious faces, some with frivolous faces, and 
bright colours in their hats ; some whose faces 
expressed no more than ignorance, and a vacu- 
ous folly. They came in alone and in couples, 
and whenever the conversation could be over- 
heard, it referred to something " he/* generally 
without the aspirate, had said, done, or was 
going to do. Occasionally a male acquaintance 
among the habituis was recognized with a 
giggle and a nod. 

" They are all prettier than I am," thought 
Alice, "and gayer — yes, all of them. They 
manage to make the best of what they've got. 
I have no doubt that George Wilson would be 
much happier with one of these girls than he 
could have been with me, and they would all 
think him a most delightful person, I am sure. 
He made a mistake, and he has had a lucky 
escape." 

But she would not have changed places with 
one of these young persons, though none of 
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them could have such antecedents as hers. 
The girl whose heritage was infamy had to 
find within herself grounds for the self-respect 
without which her spirit would have succumbed. 
She would have liked to be supremely beauti- 
ful ; as that could not be, she had cultivated 
her mind, in order to be able to look down on 
her usual associates from a higher mental plane. 
She had never worn cheap flowers and feathers 
in her hat, or bright silk blouses which were 
dirty ; she never read penny novelettes and 
talked about "him" and "fellers," with a 
giggle, in A. B.C. shops. 

" My father was a gentleman, and my mother 
was a lady before she was a murderess," she 
was for ever reminding herself. " I am a lady 
too." 

It was a fact that certain things came intui- 
tively to her, and that she hankered passionately 
after the refined surroundings which were denied 
to her means. Verschoyle s flat, the atmosphere 
of it, the tone of the man himself, had appealed 
to her at first with an aching pleasure. It was 
her first contact with cultivation : she had been 
employed in City offices before. In some ways 
she would be sorry to go even now. There 

would be children to take care of in Siam, and 
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she was not fond of children in general : most 
of them had disagreeable traits as far as she 
had seen ; they were usually selfish, greedy and 
tiresome. The house would probably be fur- 
nished too with the primitive Philistinism 
rampant in the Colonies; and she loved beau- 
tiful objects of art and harmonious colours such 
as Verschoyle's home possessed ; and she 
would be obliged to spend her spare time in 
plain needlework, mending and household 
duties, without interest, at the bidding of a 
woman who was probably a fool. 

All the same she decided to go, only it was 
part of her morbid nature to look for the worst 
always. She went to see the go-between, and 
signed her acceptance of the terms on the 
receipt of the first half-quarter s salary, unex- 
pectedly offered to her in advance. 

She was to have forty pounds a year, which 
was good pay considering that everything but 
clothes would be found for her, and she was 
only qualified to teach young children. 

It was done now ; she could not turn back if 
she wished. She was to sail next Tuesday ; 
her ticket would be delivered to her before 
she went on board. Her farewells would not 
take long; she did not mean to say good-bye 
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to anybody ; there was no one for whom she 
cared enough. 

Her lips set tighter than ever when she 
thought about her loneliness, and a fierce sad- 
ness lurked in her black eyes. She hated the 
world which neglected her ; she steeled her 
heart and refused to feel the least regret at 
leaving the land of her birth. She had no 
country ; she had become an Ishmaelite, with- 
out knowing the significance of the word, as the 
black flag had announced her mother's execu- 
tion to the child of seven years old. 

She was sewing by the light of the lamp in 
her bedroom that evening when the maid-of-all- 
work arrived panting at the door. 

" There's a gentleman to see you, miss." 

'* A gentleman ? " repeated Alice. 

She thought of two people. Had George 
Wilson changed his mind and found her out ; 
or had the man who had engaged her for his 
friend to-day, remembered something essential 
to say to her.*^ 

" Didn't he give a name ? " she asked. 

*' No." 

The general servant was already descending 

the stairs. Alice called after her. 

*' What have you done with him ? " 
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"He's a-waitin' in the *all." 

•'Oh, bother!" muttered the girl. '* Stop 
a moment, Annie. Aren't the dining-room 
people out?" 

'* I dun'no." 

**Well, find out," said Alice, sharply; **and 
if they are, show him in there. Mrs. Baker 
won't mind. He can't come up here." 

She tidied her hair hurriedly, picked the 
loose threads from her dress, and followed the 
servant down-stairs. 

** I don't see that the Siam man can have 
anything to say to me," she mused, ** unless he 
wants to back out." 

Her heart beat a little. She had been think- 
ing about Siam ; it would upset all her calcu- 
lations if she were not to go after all. 

Evidently the dining-room lodgers — who 
were members of the theatrical profession — 
were out, for no one was waiting in the hall. 
Alice pushed open the dining-room door, which 
was ajar, and found Mr. Verschoyle standing 
on the hearthrug. 

She was so surprised that she stared at him 
speechlessly. He was the last person she had 
expected to see. 
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He in return regarded her without speaking 
for a moment, and it was the girl who was the 
first to break the silence. 

**0h, good-evening, Mr. Verschoyle," she 
said, hurriedly, *'do you want me to do some 
work for you?" 

" Not exactly," he replied, with unusual 
hesitation. *' You wouldn't stay this morning 
when I asked you. Will you marry me?" 

" Marry you! " exclaimed Alice. 

She could not believe that she had heard 
aright. Her lips parted, her eyes rested on 
his face with anxious attention. 

** Yes, I don't want you to go away," he said. 

He did not make any protestations of de- 
votion ; no offer of marriage could have been 
more baldly framed. It was not his nature to 
deceive her. He wanted her to stay. She 
understood that the whole of his motive was 
contained in that plain statement of fact. He 
was not in love with her ; there was not a 
particle of passion in his voice or face ; it was 
a purely intellectual interest that she had roused 
in him ; a sort of curiosity, a keen desire to 
know, as only marriage could enable him to 
know, the girl whose portrait he wanted for 

64 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

his book. The " human document " which was 
so valuable to him, was to be well bound and 
preserved for reference. 

She had always disdained the sentiment 
circumstances forbade her to encourage ; she 
had laid down, as her theory of life, that she 
must never be foolish enough to refuse any 
honest means of providing for herself, however 
distasteful the means might be. It was in that 
mood that she had watched George Wilson's 
" intentions " develop, and had accepted him in 
the end. 

Nevertheless she coloured now from throat 
to brow. 

"Til stay for nothing ! " she said, impulsively. 
'* rU take the thirty-five shillings a week you 
offered me. That is quite enough." 

"That is very generous of you," said Vers- 

choyle, with a half smile, "and I am deeply 

appreciative, believe me. But I had much 

rather you accepted my offer. You need not 

imagine that it is the unconsidered fruit of 

your determination to go to Siam. I have 

been thinking about it since you told me that 

Mr. George Wilson had retired; it was even 

in my mind, a mere germ, when I advised you 

to tell him about your mother." 
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'* You offered me a higher salary this morn- 
ing," she said, jerkily argumentative. 

" I was making time for myself, that was all. 
Man is a procrastinating animal. You must 
pardon my delay." 

The girl's fingers interlaced nervously ; she 
looked defiant. 

" Of course I am not going to refuse," she 
said. *' I should be a fool ! I suppose you 
know your own mind about it, although I 
shouldn't dream of it if I were in your place." 

He regarded her with unveiled amusement. 

"You are a strange girl. I never met 
one with such an outspoken contempt for 
herself." 

** There you are wrong ! " she retorted. " I 
don't despise myself But I know I have none 
of the qualities which please people." 

*' Can't you imagine that you might be more 
attractive to a man than you think "i " 

" No, you know I'm not ! " 

" George Wilson found you so, it seems." 

'* George Wilson ! " 

''Well, he was a man of a sort." 

**You know I'm not attractive," she said, 

with a gasp. ** What is the use of pretending ! 

When your book is done, and you've got just 
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as interested in another, you'll wonder how on 
earth you could have made such a sacrifice for 
it But that's not my business. You are a 
man ; you can take care of yourself, I suppose ; 
and I'd rather be your wife than go to Siam or 
work for my living in London." 

A sob which had been smothered in her 
throat, got the upper hand. She turned away, 
and hid her face on the corner of the mantel- 
piece. 

Verschoyle was silent for a moment ; he 
followed the girl, and stood beside her. 

" I shall get another secretary, of course," he 
said. '* I fancy I was unkind this morning ; I 
didn't mean it. It was thoughtlessness, not 
callousness." 

"Yes." 

He laid his hand on her shoulder. 

" Then it is a bargain, eh ? " 

She nodded, and raised hfer face, which bore 
traces of tears. 

"When shall we be married? I could go 
away conveniently at the end of next week. 
It does not seem to me that there is any use 
in a prolonged engagement. Til get a licence. 
Could you be ready ? " 

*Mf you like. How shall I manage about 
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Siam ? IVe signed an agreement, and received 
ten pounds on account." 

*'What is the man's name, and where does 
he live?" asked Verschoyle. "Til arrange 
that." 

*' There is the ten pounds," she said, method- 
ically, producing her purse. 

" Never mind," he said, " unless it is a 
cheque ? " 

*'It is a note." 

" Keep it ; I will give you some more in the 
morning. You will want clothes, no doubt. 
Are you comfortable in these lodgings?" 

**This room isn't mine," she said. "IVe 
only got a bedroom at the top of the house." 

** Isn't there a sitting-room you could have ?" 

"No. Both this and the drawing-room are 
let. It doesn't matter. I shall be out a great 
deal getting my things, and I've put up with 
worse for longer than a week or two." 

" You waif of the city ! " he said, looking at 

her under his lids with a pity which was almost 

tenderness. "Some girls of your age have 

scarcely been out alone ; and you — I suppose 

there is no shift you have not been put to, no 

narrow place that you have not been obliged to 

wriggle out of alone ! " 
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The girls hand clenched; her bosom swelled; 
her eyes widened with pride and passion too. 

" IVe had to protect myself for five years," 
she said. *'They seem fifty. I am an old 
woman in some ways. I wonder you are not 
afraid to trust me ! " 

'* A man in his right senses should be able 
to rely on his own judgment in certain respects," 
he replied. ** Will you come to-morrow as 
usual ? I shall not be able to see you other- 
wise, as I cannot visit you here. You shall 
not work upon the book." 

*' I don't mind," she said, bravely. *' Fm 
quite willing to oblige you till you get some- 
body else." 

The primness of her sacrifice made him 
smile. 

** No, I know you do mind. I can make my 
own notes until we return from our honeymoon, 
and the new secretary arrives." 

The slate clock on the mantelpiece struck 
ten. Verschoyle took up his hat. 

*'Well, I shall see you in the morning, 
Alice ? " 

** Yes," said the girl. ** Thank you." 

There was a strained pause. He bent his 

head and kissed her. 
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** You must try to be happy," he said, in a 
low tone. ** I mean you — I want you to be 
happy." 

She was surprised to find that he was regard- 
ing her with an expression she had never seen 
in his eyes be;fore. She could not imagine at 
this moment why she had considered his face 
hard. Her heart beat, her lips trembled, the 
kiss left a burning memory on her cheek. 

** You are very kind," she faltered. " I am 
ever so much obliged to you — ^although I am 
sure you are making a mistake ! " 

She went to the front door with him. 

"Go in out of the cold," he said, with the 
authority of possession. 

The command convinced her that they were 
really engaged. 



70 



CHAPTER VII 

Alice returned to the dining-room, and 
turned the gas out with mechanical economy, 
before mounting to her own room. 

She was engaged to be married to Anthony 
Verschoyle. She had to repeat this to herself 
many times, because it seemed too incredible 
to be true. If she had been beautiful and 
fascinating she could have understood that a 
man in his position might be tempted to con- 
tract an unequal marriage, but he was not in 
love with her ; she knew that as well as she 
knew that she was not in love with him. 

Her sensation at the moment, indeed, was 
more one of awe than of anything else. She 
was so surprised that she could not feel elated 
It was necessary to enumerate to herself all the 
benefits which would accrue to her by this 
marriage in order to make her realize her 
wonderful good fortune. To begin with, she 
would be raised in a day to a position of ease 
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and independence. She would never have to 
work for her living any more ; she would never 
be snubbed by employers, or obliged to dance 
attendance on the tyrants of employment 
agencies. She would be Mrs. Anthony Vers- 
choyle, the mistress of the artistic home which 
had filled her with such envy of its possessor. 
Her life in future would be passed in an atmo- 
sphere of culture, and the society of a refined 
and talented gentleman. 

** What a change he will be after George 
Wilson ! " she thought. 

It was typical of her respectful regard for 
Verschoyle that, although she knew he was not 
in love with her, she had no fear that he would 
neglect her. He had said that he wished her 
to be happy, and of course he would show her 
every consideration. He would be a husband 
to be proud of. It would be agreeable to be 
with him when the strangeness of their new 
relationship wore off. 

She began to flush with the excitement of 

this sudden and most marvellous change in her 

prospects. Her arms embracing her knees, 

the girl sat over the fire like a witch, her eyes 

glowing, the colour in her cheeks deepening 

with the progress of her thoughts. 
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It was long past eleven before she remembered 
to go to bed, and then she could not sleep. If 
she had been asked this morning to foretell 
her future, she would have guessed anything 
sooner than that Anthony Verschoyle would 
propose to her. 

"It is too good to be true," she re- 
peated to herself, with ingrained pessimism. 
*' He will change his mind before the 
wedding." 

She had never expected a genuine love affair, 
so she was perfectly satisfied with Verschoyle. 
No marriage of convenience could have pos- 
sessed more agreeable attributes. The man 
himself, his position, his environment, all 
appealed to the native fastidiousness of her 
nature. There would be nothing coarse to 
make her feel that she was paying dearly for 
her position. If she had married George 
Wilson she would have hated him often ; he 
would have kept her in a fever of self-assertion, 
protest, argument, disgust. Verschoyle's com- 
panionship could not blunt the refinement or 
the intelligence of any woman, nor would he 
seek to stamp his individuality upon her as 
the man of lower type would do. She would 
be free with him ; her soul and mind could 
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expand. She might be herself without any 
cramping conditions or penalties. 

And if he had not begun this book, he would 
have known nothing of her history, and would 
certainly never have asked her to marry him. 
Such a coincidence amounted to an intention 
on the part of destiny. They must be made 
for each other ; she must have been meant 
throughout to be luckier than she supposed. 
The chain of circumstances had linked them- 
selves so curiously in her favour, that she had 
no right to dread that anything would happen 
to disappoint her now. 

What tears she had wasted over George 
Wilson ! His meanness was the first blessing 
which had come to her in disguise. The 
lesson ought to be a valuable one to her, but 
still she was weighted with anxiety, and knew 
that she would not feel secure until the marriage 
was accomplished. 

So many things might happen. If he spoke 
of his intention to friends, he might be per- 
suaded to forego it ; he might lose interest in 
her — she held him by such a slender thread; 
he might fall ill and die. 

She shuddered as though she loved him, and 
closed her eyes, and wished for morning. Her 
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night visions were always ugly. The girl's 
dormant vitality, which the sun warmed to a 
little life, reached its ebb in those silent hours 
peopled for years with the tragic spectres of 
her childhood. Poverty and loneliness had 
stalked as grimly through her nights. She 
could not put away at once such deeply-burned 
impressions; she dare not rejoice too freely 
lest she rejoiced too soon. She had always 
been unlucky. A disappointment of this kind 
was the most likely thing to happen to her. 

Morning found her in no livelier mood. 
She was sure that he had changed his mind 
already, and could not touch her breakfast for a 
lump of nervous suspense in her throat. All 
the sordid details of her toilet were the same 
as yesterday ; her pale face and black eyes 
looked as unattractive to her as ever. Nothing 
had changed since yesterday ; why should she 
imagine that Mr. Verschoyle was going to 
marry her.'^ She was intended for a dismal 
subordinate position. 

All the way to Westminster in the omnibus 
she stared through people and things at a 
world of her own. She saw her mother and 
father, and herself as a child ; she heard herself 
crying when the tragedy was complete; she 
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felt the misery of her school-days, and the 
convulsive throb of hope with which she had 
first encountered a beam of admiration from 
George Wilson's eyes. It was her nature to 
retain a more vivid recollection of the many 
unpleasant than of the few pleasant incidents 
of her life; even the gratification she had 
derived from Verschoyle's proposal was obliter- 
ated momentarily by an old anguish, and the 
mortifying memory of George Wilson's recoil. 

Her 'bus deposited her not far from Vers- 
choyle's door, and she walked on with beating 
heart. She would feel easier when they had 
met again, and his proposal had been ratified 
in the cool sanity of the morning. 

Yesterday she had been his secretary, to-day 
she was his fiancie ; it was a curious feeling. 
She stepped into the lift in a dream, and waited 
afterwards, with a humming in her ears, for his 
servant to open the door. Her fancy detected 
an unusual respect in the man's manner; did 
he know ? Of course he knew nothing at all ; 
Verschoyle was not likely to discuss his private 
affairs with the butler. 

She took off her things by the hall fire as 

usual, and in a moment a door opened, and 

Verschoyle came out of his study to greet her. 
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That was unusual ; he meant it then ; she had 
not dreamed last night. 

" Well, Alice ? " 

He smiled at her, and took her chilly hand. 
A rare awkwardness tied her tongue ; she 
turned red and stammered, the girl who had 
lived alone in London for five years. A lover 
was different from an employer ; she had never 
felt embarrassed with him before. 

"I was thinking all night," she said, "that 
you couldn't mean it after all." 

*' What an unbeliever you are ! " 

" It seems so funny," she said, infelicitously. 

**At any rate I am an improvement on 
George Wilson, am I not?" 

"Oh, of course," she said. 

He laughed at the fervour of her reply, and 
a furious blush mantled her cheeks. 

* Come in," he said. "Why are we standing 
out here? I am not going to work this 
morning. I am taking a holiday in honour of 
you. We will talk awhile." 

"Are you sure you don't want me to do 
some work for you?" she asked, earnestly. 
" I should like to. I don't mind at all." 

"If you really mean it, I have an article to 
get off my mind. But seriously I don't feel 
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industrious this morning. Let me wheel this 
chair nearer the fire for you." 

He shook up the down pillow in the big 
arm-chair, and brought a footstool for her feet. 
She hoped he did not notice how shabby her 
shoes were. It made her dizzy to be waited 
on by him. His manner towards her was 
quite different from usual. He had always 
been courteous to the secretary ; but every 
inflection of his voice reminded her that now 
she was his promised wife. 

They were to talk, so of course she had 
nothing whatever to say to him. He had tact 
enough, however, to break the ice. He asked 
her questions about her childhood and sub- 
sequent struggles, and the secret agonies of 
years came out with a rush. She told him 
everything. He was the first person she had 
ever been able to trust, and the relief of un- 
burdening herself was great, although she 
guessed his motive in encouraging her con- 
fidence. His interest might be purely in- 
tellectual, but it was interest. She knew that 
she might express herself freely and fully with- 
out boring him, and it was the nearest approach 
to sympathy that she had known. Perhaps 
she felt too, that he was entitled to every 
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information concerning herself that she could 
give him. It was her memory that he was 
buying ; the tacit contract between them 
demanded openness from her. 

In return he told her exactly what his 
position was, and asked whether she would like 
to keep on the flat or take a house. He had 
a thousand a year besides his considerable 
professional income. 

" I should prefer to remain here," she said at 
once. ** I love this flat. You have made it so 
beautiful." 

** Very well. And where shall we go for the 
honeymoon ? " 

Her eyes sparkled. 

" I have a great desire to go to Rome. But 
if you think it would be too far " 

" We will go to Rome," he said. ** There is 
nothing to prevent me working a few hours a 
day while we are away. I must get you a ring, 
Alice. Would you like diamonds ? " 

*' I shall like whatever you please to give 
me," said the girl. 

He invited her to dine out with him that 
evening when it was time for her to go. 

She was tempted by the idea of it. The 
lights, the music, the gaiety of a smart 
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restaurant, looked more attractive than a cup 
of tea at home. 

" But I am so shabby," she objected, wist- 
fully. "You would be ashamed of me." 

" Could you get something in time ? " 

" I might." 

" I have fifty pounds here for you. Take it 
now. You shall have another fifty to-morrow." 

Her hands shook as she took the notes : her 
lips were dry. 

"Thank you very much. It doesn't seem 
right, though." 

" Nonsense, my child. ... I would ask you 
to stay to lunch with me, but it is better not, I 
suppose. I am expecting a friend too. Shall 
I call for you at seven ? " 

" I shall be ready," she murmured. 

He put his hand on her shoulder and kissed 
her again. 

" Have a good lunch. I feel as though I 
were turning you out What a shame ! " 

It seemed to be his aim to make their brief 

engagement as normal as possible. His 

manner was frank and lively. He spoke of 

fetching her as though it would give him 

pleasure to take her out, and the familiarity of 

the caress had a natural air. 

80 




A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

He hoped, indeed, that she would grow fond 
of him. It would be interesting if she developed 
the same jealous tendencies as her mother. He 
no longer thought of love for himself; there 
had been an episode in his life which he would 
never forget. The girl would be a stimulating 
companion. He did not expect, and perhaps 
did not desire, more of any woman at this date. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

Alice slipped the notes in her bosom as she 
went down-stairs. Her purse was not to be 
trusted. She had never possessed so much 
money in her life. 

" Yes, I am really, really engaged," she told 
herself. " He is very nice about it. I am sure 
I shall like him. I don't suppose there are 
many such handsome and agreeable men in 
London. And he is actually going to marry 
me — Alice Durand ! " 

Fresh wonder seized her ; she would never 
be tired of wondering at the marvellous good 
fortune which had happened at last to her 
unlucky self. But youth was not dead in her. 
She ordered an extravagant lunch at a restau- 
rant which had always been above her means, 
and, being a girl, drank lemonade with it. She 
had felt **in it" when George Wilson had 
taken her out to tea on Sundays ; how would 

she feel clothed in new and expensive clothes, 
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and dining at a sumptuous restaurant with a 
handsome and celebrated man Hke Anthony 
Verschoyle? The prospect was so dazzling 
that it almost took her breath away. She 
abandoned herself to a lotos dream of luxury. 
The materialism which is in most women's 
natures, which had received so little encourage- 
ment in hers, fed upon this first earnest of a new 
and brighter life. 

The dinner with Verschoyle would be but 
the beginning. The brilliancy of the occasion 
would not be dimmed by the thought that she 
had nothing more to look forward to, entr'actes 
of uneasiness about to-morrow. She was not 
to be the Cinderella of a night ; the clothes she 
bought with his money, would not vanish as the 
clock struck twelve. 

She was only a young girl after all ; and now 
that the numbed incredulity of the first surprise 
was over, her heart beat, and her cheeks 
glowed. Happiness was scarcely the word to 
be applied to her state ; she was feverish with 
excitement, and the turmoil of her mind took 
away her appetite even for the best meal which 
she had had for months. 

The afternoon was spent in shopping. De- 
spite her haste she meant to get the value for 
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her money. She purchased with good taste 
and discrimination hampered by inexperience, 
and a West End shop had altered a light silk 
gown to fit her, and sent her home an opera- 
cloak, gloves, and other necessaries in good 
time. 

She was ready ten minutes before seven ; it 
would have seemed to her an impertinence to 
keep him waiting. It was with a little trepid- 
ation that she surveyed herself in her cracked 
looking-glass meanwhile ; she was so unused to 
seeing herself in evening dress, that the result 
frightened more than it pleased her. She 
would have felt more at ease in her own well- 
worn blouse, which she had made herself. 
Perhaps she looked ridiculous, and he would 
feel uncomfortable at being seen with her. 

If any one had slighted her mental capacity, 
she would have been ready enough to defend 
herself; she was always diffident about her 
looks. She admired big fair women, with fine 
figures, masses of golden hair, and white skins. 
She had no ** manner," and no appearance. 
She would have done far better, no doubt, to 
have bought herself something quieter. 

It was in an agony of concealed nervousness 
that she went down when the up-stairs bell 
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tinkled — the signal agreed upon between herself 
and Annie. She scarcely dared to face him. 
His voice reassured her. 

** You look very nice, Alice." 

" I am glad you think so," she replied, with 
a gasp of relief. "Of course I am not used 
to dressing," she added. " I have only been 
able to clothe myself. I shall improve with 
experience." 

" No doubt," he said. 

He was kind but indifferent ; evidently the 
subject was not of great importance to him ; 
and his tone would have reminded her, if she 
had needed reminding, that it was not for her 
appearance that he was going to marry her. 
She was too pleased with her prospects, how- 
ever, to be damped by such trifles. This ideal 
evening had already come. 

The hansom was waiting for them. He 
helped her in. 

" I have a couple of stalls for the St. James s 
in my pocket," he said, as they drove off. '* I 
thought you would rather go to a theatre after 
dinner than home." 

" Of course I would ! I have never been to 
the theatre in the stalls in my life." 

"Really!" 
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" George Wilson took me three times in the 
upper circle. When I paid for myself it would 
never run to more than the pit." Her voice 
sank to a whisper. " I have been in the 
gallery ! *' 

*' You must be fond of theatres ! " 

** I am. You see IVe never had anything 
else," she said, a dreamy note in her voice. ** I 
used to go and watch women in beautiful 
dresses — ^loving and hating and being loved. 
It was romance ; it warmed me here where life 
had left me cold — frozen with cold. Between 
the acts, I envied the people in the stalls, that 
is true, and it was dreary going home after- 
wards." She checked herself with a sigh, 
followed by a swift smile. " But I shall be in 
the stalls myself to-night ! " 

** Yes," he said, **and you will be able to go 
to the theatre whenever you like. I have a 
play coming out in a few months. You shall 
have a box for the first night. I know plenty 
of theatrical people ; they may amuse you." 

He had been afraid for a few moments that 

she was going to be commonplace after all ; her 

obvious excitement over little pleasures, her 

anxiety about her clothes, had been the sort of 

thing to be expected of any suburban miss. 
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That note about romance and life had sounded 
different. He remarked once more her curious 
innate faculty of expression. She felt so much, 
and she could make him feel and see what she 
saw. Her passionate earnestness was magnetic. 

" Did it never occur to you," he asked, sud- 
denly, '* to go upon the stage yourself? " 

'* No," she said, wondering. *' Why ? " ' 

He did not tell her that she had the tempera- 
ment of an actress, because he did not wish to 
put ideas into her head which would not please 
him. 

**I thought," he said, **that there was a 
stage-struck period in every girls career — as 
necessary as the measles ! " 

'* I wrote poetry," she said, and blushed. 
"It was miserable poetry. I often cried over 
it. It's just a way of letting off steam, I 
suppose. A young man is spoken of as 'fast,' 
and a girl at the same age, if she is a respect- 
able girl, writes verses in her bedroom, and 
hides them, or sighs for the stage." 

** I believe you could tell me a great deal 
about your own sex if you chose," he said, in a 
tone of interest. 

*' I suppose any woman could." 

'* Ah, but they don't," he said. '' That's the 
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thing. From the time the average girl puts 
her frocks down, and her hair up, her chief 
occupation is to appear to men as she is not. I 
should like to know — many things." 

*' You must know plenty of women older and 
more experienced than I am," she said, **who 
are better qualified to inform you." 

** The respectable ones are not so intelligent 
— ^and so truthful, and the other kind won't do.*' 

She blushed ; it was the first compliment he 
had paid her. Then she blushed for another 
reason. 

** Perhaps I talk too much ! It is always the 
way when one is not used to talking at all." 

" We will resume the conversation when we 
are married," he said, smiling. ** Here we 
are." 

The cab drew up at the restaurant, and he 
helped her out. The dream sensation came 
back again with the lights, the warmth, the 
bowing waiters. 

Her confidences were spasmodic, and alter- 
nated with fits of reserve which held her almost 
speechless. When she once began to talk, she 
talked quickly, eagerly, animatedly, and her 
black eyes flashed, and her voice possessed 

many notes. She was, as she said, unaccus- 
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tomed to discussing herself and her thoughts 
with any one, and she had none of the cultivated 
hypocrisies of the society manner. If she spoke 
at all, she did not stop to consider what impres- 
sion she was making ; her language and opinions 
were sincere. 

** It seems impossible," she said, "that I 
should be out with you ! " 

** There is a pledge of reality for you," he 
replied, and laid a diamond ring on the table 
beside her. 

** My engagement ring," she murmured. • "It 
is a far more beautiful one than George Wilson 
gave me." 

He let her put it on herself, and she alluded 
calmly to her former engagement. There was 
no sentiment lost between them. But he was 
an attentive companion, interesting, and inter- 
ested in her, watchful of her ways, her likes and 
dislikes, the inflection of her voice, her move- 
ments and mannerisms. He led her cleverly 
from one subject to another during the many 
courses of the dinner, to discover what she knew 
and what she cared about, and did not snub 
her opinions when they were young and crude. 
He was surprised indeed at her width of in- 
formation, and the deep intelligence she dis- 
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played on many matters. She had evidently 
read a great deal, and on lines unusual for a 
girl. She told him, in the course of conversa- 
tion, that her father had been a man of brilliant 
qualities, who would have made a mark if he 
had lived. 

**Yes, there is something in heredity," said 
Verschoyle, thinking aloud. '* You might have 
been the ordinary tousled young person of 
uncertain aspirates and violent taste in dress — 
only it is so much more natural that you are 
not ! In fact you are your parents' child." 

"Yes," said the girl, **my father's — and my 
mother's child." 

Her long lashes were lowered, her lips com- 
pressed. The clang of a prison bell had 
drowned the orchestra, a black flag had veiled 
the lights. 

Verschoyle, who was regarding her curiously, 
roused her with a touch. 

*' Don't think about it here ! " 

George Wilson would have said : " What are 
you thinking about?" She appreciated the 
difference. 

*' I beg your pardon," she said, simply. 

At the theatre afterwards, Verschoyle met a 

friend, and introduced Alice as his ^anc^e. On 
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the way home she told him that she had never 
had such an enjoyable evening in her life. For 
the first time she returned his kiss, when they 
said good-night on the doorstep, and called him 
by his name. 

She was happy and flushed. Even the 
dinginess of the lodging-house could not damp 
her elation. She had tasted the fruits of 
wealth to-night, of wealth and position and 
sympathy. She liked Verschoyle. He could 
not have been nicer. She was very glad 
that she was going to marry him. It was 
such a delightful new experience to be able 
to refer to her parents without disguise. No- 
body else had ever taken such an interest in 
her. Her few girL friends had always wanted 
to talk about themselves, not to listen to her ; 
the habit of silence had come easy enough. 
She felt younger than she had felt for years; 
there was a buoyancy in her breast. She was 
no longer an outcast, a soul alone ; he had 
taken her in out of the wilderness, and given 
her a home. 

The days that followed were equally happy. 
She went every morning to Verschoyle as 
usual, and begged permission to write his 
letters, and perform other details of her old 
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secretarial duties for him. As she was so busy 
getting her trousseau ready, she did not always 
stay long with him. He took her out to dinner 
several times, however, and their intercourse 
had become naturally familiar. 

She wondered, on the eve of the marriage, 
what George Wilson and his aunt and all the 
people at the boarding-house would think if 
they knew that she was going to be married 
to-morrow, and to whom. She longed to go 
and tell them ; the idea of the sensation she 
would create was very attractive. 

" But it would be rather vulgar, I suppose, to 
call," she mused. "It would look as though 
I wanted to brag — and as though I cared what 
these people thought of me. Til wait till we 
return from the honeymoon." 

She had arranged to meet Verschoyle at a 
certain quiet church at ten the next morning. 
His lawyer was to fetch her and give her away. 
Nobody else would be present. 

Alice could not help feeling that something 
must happen still to prevent the ceremony tak- 
ing place. The eventful morning dawned as 
other mornings, nevertheless, and no telegram 
came to warn her of a postponement. 

At twenty minutes to ten Mr. Hamilcar 
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made^his appearance — an elderly man, in a 
frock coat, with a festive button-hole. He 
introduced himself to Alice, who was waiting, 
and complimented her upon the occasion. 
They drove to the church together, almost in 
silence; the girl was stricken dumb, and the 
lawyer was wondering what on earth had 
induced Anthony Verschoyle to marry his 
secretary. 

At the door of the church Verschoyle met 
them. He pressed Alice's hand, and told her 
that the clergyman was ready. He had his 
usual self-possessed air, but seemed to know 
that her heart was fluttering, for he held her 
arm unceremoniously up the aisle. 

The scene was so natural, and so unnatural ; 
so strange, and yet so strangely familiar, as 
though in a dream she had seen it all 
before. . . . 

When it was over, Mr. Hamilcar and the 
clergyman shook hands, and wished them luck 
in the vestry. Verschoyle kissed his wife. 

The lawyer accompanied them to the door, 
where they shook hands once more and parted. 

Mr. and Mrs. Verschoyle drove direct to 
Charing Cross. Verschoyle had timed the 
wedding in order to allow them to catch the 
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Continental express. Their luggage had 
already been conveyed to the station and 
registered by Verschoyle's manservant, who 
was waiting to haiid his master the receipt 
and the tickets. 

There was no pause, and scarcely time to 
think till they were en route. 

** We did that neatly," said Verschoyle. ** I 
feel in a good temper, Alice, do you ? " 

" I am quite happy," said the girl, dreamily. 

" Do you love me ? " he asked, smiling. 

** I like you very much," she responded, with 
a colour in her cheeks. 

If he were not in love himself, he was suf- 
ficiently attracted to rise to the occasion. It 
was a fact that she had grown upon him greatly 
during the intimacy of the engagement. They 
had the compartment to themselves, and he came 
over and sat beside her, and put his arm round 
her waist. 

" It reminds me of George Wilson," she 
murmured. 

" Damn George Wilson ! " said Verschoyle, 
flushing. 

It was the first time she had heard him 
swear. 
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CHAPTER IX 

They spent a week in Paris, and then went 
on to Rome vid Genoa. Alice was delighted 
with everything. The change, the novelty, the 
life of the great hotels, all new to her, the 
absence of responsibility, made her another 
girl. 

The morbid thoughtfulness seemed to be 
ousted from her character by a zest and en- 
thusiasm far more suited to her years. Her 
communicativeness was no longer spasmodic ; 
she no longer shrank into her shell at a touch. 
She was surprisingly bright and naive and 
appreciative — scarcely like the same girl who 
had been Verschoyle*s secretary. 

He was an admirable travelling companion, 
and her freshness and intelligence pleased him, 
no doubt. He showed her everything, and 
took her everywhere, although it was all old 
ground to him, enjoying himself the while as 
much, apparently, as she was enjoying herself 
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** I think we are having a happy honeymoon, 
don't you ? " he asked her when they had been 
married about five weeks. 

** I am enjoying it immensely,*' she said. 

** I wonder if I may take that as a compli- 
ment ? " 

Tears rose to her eyes, and she put her hand 
on his arm. 

** Indeed," she said, ** I am sure I shouldn't 
be so happy with anybody else. I am grateful ; 
you mustn't think I am not." 

" Its all right, dear ; I know." 

He patted her hand affectionately before she 
removed it. They were not demonstrative as 
a rule ; it was unnecessary under the circum- 
stances ; but no doubt they had grown fond of 
each other since their marriage. 

As she strolled away from him among the 
groups of people in the hall, he overheard a 
brief conversation between two Frenchmen. 

"That's the best-looking woman in the 
place." 

** CAif, eh ? French ? " 

** No — American perhaps. She is married 

to the Englishman who sits at the table near 

you." 

" What eyes, mon Dieu ! She is too young ; 
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she does not know how to use them. In a 

year or two " The Frenchman blew a 

kiss at the air. 

Verschoyle glanced round with masculine 
interest to see of whom they were talking. 
To his surprise he found them gazing after his 
wife. 

It was a sensation which sent the blood to 
his head. These men spoke of her as though 
she were a beauty. They found her too at- 
tractive for an Englishwoman ; they discussed 
her points seriously, among a crowd of women 
of every nationality. Was it possible that she 
was really good-looking, or had she struck a 
peculiar taste ? He had never considered her 
good-looking ; he had not thought of her in 
that light at all. 

When she turned towards him, he regarded 
her curiously. He was trying to see her with 
a stranger*s eyes, and the result of his effort 
was a second surprise even greater than the 
first. Happiness had changed her in more 
ways than one. Her once sombre eyes were 
brilliant, her thin face had filled out to a perfect 
oval ; her lips were no longer bloodless and 
contracted to a rigid line by suppressed ani- 
mosity against the world ; her whole expres- 
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sion had softened, her manner acquired an 
indefinable charm. In Paris she had learned 
how to do her hair, and becoming clothes called 
attention to the excellent lines and suppleness 
of her figure, which was still too thin. 

Verschoyle remained staring at her as at an 
apparition. Had he never seen her before, 
or was it possible for a few weeks of marriage 
to change a girl so much? She must have 
changed, yet the foundation of her good looks 
had not attracted his attention. She was really 
a beautiful and graceful woman, and she was 
his wife. 

He was naturally gratified, and the unwonted 
warmth of his expression brought the colour to 
her face. 

" What is the matter ? " she asked. 

He made room for her on the couch beside 
him, and lighted another cigarette. 

''Nothing is the matter. You are looking 
well, Alice. The trip has done you good." 

''Yes, I feel very well. It is such a relief 
not to be bothered about anything." She 
laughed softly. " I shall begin to get fat 
directly." 

He smiled at her caressingly. 

"You could stand a little more flesh. Do 

98 




A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

you know what I overheard about you just 
now? A Frenchman said you were the 
prettiest woman in the hotel." 

** Oh nonsense ! He must be silly." 

** I think so too." 

** You are making fun of me ! " 

" Vanity concerning your personal appearance 
was never one of your faults, eh ? " He put 
his arm through hers and leaned back, watching 
her, their heads close together. "Yes, you 
have improved a great deal. Marriage and 
prosperity agree with you. I 'd kiss you if we 
were alone." 

*' I am flattered," she said. 

She was beginning to be a woman already. 
The strangeness was wearing off, with her first 
awe of him. She saw to-night that he admired 
her, and her heart beat quicker with pleasure. 
They were very good friends. 

When the tour they had planned was nearly 
over, he reminded her that he had not done a 
stroke of work since he had been away. 

"It's your fault," he said. "You haven't 
given me a moment to myself. You are too 
young for me, that is a fact." 

" I would have stayed at home willingly at 
any time," she replied in distress. "Why did 
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you let me waste your time ? Of course it is 
for you to say always." 

**Yes, you are obedient," he said, touching 
her cheek. *' I am not finding fault with you. 
I don't think I could pay you a higher com- 
pliment, my dear, than to admit that I have 
been too entertained by your society to wish to 
leave it even for a couple of hours." 

*' I am glad I haven't bored you," said the 
girl, gravely. 

It was one of those moments when her old 
self revived, and a silence followed which he 
felt to be namelessly embarrassing. 

** I .think we shall get on just as well at 
home," he added. **You are sensible and 
reasonable. An unreasonable woman is the 
most irritating animal on the face of the 
earth ! " 

He did not add as he might have done : 
** And sometimes the most lovable." He spoke 
with the animus of personal experience, and 
frowned and laughed afterwards, in dismissing 
a memory which chance had aroused. 

Alice was becoming accustomed to compli- 
ments from him, and this one did not prevent 
her wondering if he had ever been in love. Of 
course he must have had '* affairs " ; she had 
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far too much knowledge of the world to 
imagine that she was the first woman in his 
life; and the information concerning her sex 
contained in his books — she had read them all 
while she was his secretary — was the keen, 
well-trained insight of a man of the world. 
Nevertheless it had not occurred to her to ask 
herself this particular question before, and it 
was characteristic of her intelligence that so 
slight a reference should set her groping in his 
past. It had nothing to do with her, of course; 
he had made no vows and protestations, though 
there could not be a kinder or more attentive 
husband. 

They were at Capri, whence they were to 
commence their journey home. Verschoyle 
had bought a painting that day from a promising 
young artist, and they went out to join him, 
and watch him give the finishing touches to 
his picture. The strip of blue sea with the 
clear purple shadows, the picturesque houses, 
the group of lounging peasants, the fishing- 
boats moored to the quay, would remind them 
of Italy when they were home in London. 

After chatting awhile with their artist friend, 
they turned to walk back to their hotel. 
In one of the narrow stony ways they 
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came suddenly upon a lady who was buying 
flowers. 

She was speaking bad Italian with an English 
accent, and Verschoyle exclaimed as his eyes 
fell on her. 

She raised her face at that moment, and he 
saw it in full as he passed. 

** Is it some one you know, Anthony ?" asked 
Alice. 

" No. I thought I knew her," he said. ** The 
hair and figure reminded me of— an old friend." 

" Of course you must have lots of friends I 
don't know," she said. 

" Of course," he answered, absently. 

He kicked a loose stone out of his way, and 
walked on without noticing that she had stopped 
to look at a window full of coral and tortoise- 
shell. She followed him presently. 

'* Wait for me ! YouVe forgotten me, 
Anthony ! " 

** No, I haven't forgotten you," he answered, 
looking up and smiling. " We haven't bought 
your tortoiseshell brushes and combs yet, have 
we ? We'll come out and get them after lunch. 
It's time to go in now." 

He took her hand, and they went on side by 
side. 
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But his thoughtfulness and momentary neglect 
had reminded her of the question which had 
flashed into her mind this morning. Had he 
ever been seriously in love, and had a red- 
haired woman with a fine full figure had any- 
thing to do with his impatience at unreasonable- 
ness in her sex ? 
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CHAPTER X 

Alice found the journey home even pleasanter 
than the setting out. She was used to being 
Mrs. Anthony Verschoyle, and the excitement 
of her bridal days had quieted down into peace- 
ful happiness. She looked forward with delight 
to returning to the Victoria Street flat, which 
was already so familiar to her. It would be a 
treat to have such a beautiful home of her own, 
and to see London from the new standpoint. 
There would be the pleasure, too, of distributing 
the treasures they had bought in Italy; and of 
meeting her husband s friends. 

When they arrived, it was peculiar and 

gratifying to remember in what a different 

capacity she used formerly to enter his doors, 

and to recall the old hopeless depression made 

the present taste sweeter in her mouth. There 

was the square hall where she used to take off 

her things, the study, and reception rooms. 

The large bedroom which she now entered for 
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the first time, and the dressing-room beyond, 
had been refurnished. She saw at once that 
everything was new. 

" You are good, Anthony," she said. ** It's 
lovely." 

It was late afternoon — they had stopped 
in Paris en route — and a glow of well-being 
and content filled her veins as she presided 
over the tea-table from her arm-chair, and 
looked about her. They conversed, with the 
fluent ease of intimacy and mutual interests, 
about their new acquisitions, and certain im- 
provements they had planned for their home. 
It was not until they had gone in to look at the 
study together, and she found herself before the 
familiar writing-table, that the animation was 
arrested on her face. 

** You'll have to go on with your book now, 
won't you } " she asked, gravely. 

'' Yes," he answered. ** I shall be interview- 
ing secretaries to-morrow morning. I hope I 
may find one as satisfactory as you were ! " 

** Are you sure you wouldn't like me to help 
you, Anthony ? " she said in a low tone. " It 
would make me proud and glad to think I was 
of use." 

**You are of use to me," he said, gently, **in 
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another way. There, we need not talk about 
that! My wife has other duties and occupa- 
tions to fill her time. I said from the beginning 
that you should not be my secretary, but I 
appreciate your kind interest in my work, my 
dear." 

She admitted to herself, if not to him, that 
she was greatly relieved by his refusal of her 
offer, although she had felt impelled, for some 
cause, to make it. While they were away, it 
had been easy to forget why he had married 
her ; his good-feeling and good-breeding had 
never let her feel neglected or unloved. Now 
that they were home, and the literary atmo- 
sphere enveloped him once more, and once more 
his art became the paramount object of his life, 
everything reminded her to what she owed her 
present state. Here she had written day after 
day at his dictation ; here she had told him her 
tragic story. Her tears were fresh upon her 
cheeks still ; the sympathy of his voice lived 
again. 

If he had yielded to her weak offer to go on 

with her old duties, she would surely have felt a 

recurrence of the dislike he had begun to inspire 

in her before their marriage. As it was, she 

was able to put aside the burden of the past, and 
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give herself over to the enjoyment of the 
present. What did it matter to her that she 
was his model, if he were consistently kind and 
affectionate to her, and there was no need for 
her to see the hateful book ? She did not think 
that she would ever read it, unless he could 
assure her that there was absolutely nothing in 
it which could cause her pain. Even then, she 
would not venture, perhaps. Why should she 
seek to revive the pangs and emotions which 
had made her heart ache formerly ? Every 
fresh page, too, would be turned in fresh 
suspense that he had found some disagreeable 
or paltry trait in her, discerned her meaner 
thoughts over well. She would not read it ; 
she would try to forget it. The cross was 
small ; he had given her so much that she could 
not sulk at bearing so light a burden for him. 
Nevertheless she did not ask for details of his 
work, and he volunteered none ; so by degrees 
the subject became tacitly tabooed between 
them. 

Verschoyle's friends called on his wife ; invit- 
ations were frequent and many. The play he 
had spoken of to her was produced, and her 
heart beat and her cheeks flushed when the 

hero of the evening came on the stage to bow 
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his acknowledgments to an enthusiastic audience. 
Verschoyle bought his wife a brougham and a 
victoria, and they took a trip to Switzerland. 
Life had become so rich and full and varied, 
that she wondered how she could have borne 
her former state even with the sullen patience 
she had shown. 

One day after their return, she was descending 
from her carriage in Bond Street, when Mrs. 
Wilson passed. The woman stared at her 
incredulously, with mouth agape, and Alice 
stopped at once, smiling. 

** Have you forgotten me, Mrs. Wilson ?'* 

''Well, Tm blessed if it isn't Alice Durand ! 
I couldn't believe my eyes." The clasp of her 
black cotton gloves relaxed, and a gleam of 
suspicion came into the light eyes, so like her 
nephew's. ''You're very fine," she said. " A 
carriage, dear me! Have you come into a 
fortune ? " 

"I am married," said Alice, abruptly. 
" Didn't you see the announcement in the 
papers ? I am married to Mr. Verschoyle, the 
novelist, whose secretary I used to be when I 
was staying with you." 

"And he's married you!" repeated the 

boarding-house keeper, astonished. " That was 
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a good thing, wasn't it ? He seems to be doing 
very well." 

** He is — rather," replied Alice, quietly 
amused. 

** I must say," remarked Mrs. Wilson, ''that 
I never saw you looking so well. . . . Quite a 
remarkable change. I shouldn't have known 
you if you hadn't stopped first. Though I 
always thought you'd make a good-looking 
woman with some more flesh on your bones. 
I've seen thin black crows of girls turn out that 
way before. I like your hat and cape, my dear. 
I hope it isn't rude to make remarks ! " 

** Not at all, Mrs. Wilson. I am glad you 
approve of them. The hat came from Paris. 
How is the house going on? Are Miss 
Gribble, and Mrs. Jackson, and Mr. Barker still 
with you ? " 

'*Yes, and the Kennedys too, and the old 
captain, who is deafer than ever. They'll be 
interested to hear about you. I suppose it's no 
good asking you to come to tea one day.*^ You're 
too grand now." 

** I'll come with pleasure," said Alice. " I 

thought of coming several times, but I always 

have so much to do. We've been abroad twice, 

you know, and we go out a great deal." 
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** You've been married some time, I suppose ? " 
asked Mrs. Wilson. 

" Yes, four months,*' said Alice. ** Good-bye, 
Mrs. Wilson. I have to meet my husband 
somewhere. Remember me to everybody.'' 
She laughed softly. ** How is — George ? " 

*' I haven't seen him lately. When I do, I'll 
tell him I've seen you." 

Mrs. Wilson pursued her way quite excited. 

Alice told Verschoyle that she had met 
George Wilson's aunt. 

" I believe she thought I wasn't respectable 
at first," she said, laughing ; ** and afterwards I 
know she was dying to ask what your income 
was. I promised to go and see her." 

** You are not a snob," he said. ** By the 
way, I met Lionel Saunderson just now. He 
wants your head for his new picture, but is 
afraid to speak to you in case you may consent 
to sit out of good nature and regret it afterwards. 
What do you say ? It is a great compliment, 
of course." 

She glowed. 

*' Yes, it is a compliment. Fancy an R.A. 
wanting to paint me^ Anthony ! " 

** Remarkable ! " He laughed. " You see 
you are really a pretty woman ; it isn't 
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only I who think so. Will you write to 
him ? " 

" I suppose the sittings would take up a good 
deal of time," she said, thoughtfully. *'You 
might be wanting me. It might be a nuisance." 

"Oh, I should agree, Alice. It will make 
me proud to see my wife in the Academy next 
year ! " 

'* I wonder what I shall be this time — a 
Medusa or an angel ? " she asked, with sudden 
bitterness. *' I seem to be a favourite model 
for every one ! My soul, and now my face." 

He cast a pained glance at her, and stiffened. 

She turned away with a pettishness she had 

never shown before. He went out without 

speaking to her again, and she put down her 

needlework, and cried. She had been nervous, 

irritable, and unwell all day, and as she had not 

told him that she was feeling unwell, of course 

he could not be expected to comprehend the 

ensuing symptoms. She wished she hadn't 

said that about her soul and her face ; it sounded 

like a reproach, and God knows she had no 

right to find fault with him ; and as little reason 

to be low-spirited. She had everything possible 

to make a woman happy ; her days were a round 

of ease and pleasure. To remind herself how 
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much she had to be grateful for, she precipitated 
herself backward a few months ; shut her eyes 
and recalled the dingiest lodging-house bedroom 
she had ever lived in, and the worst-cooked chop 
which had ever been her lot ; and opened them 
to feast upon the art treasures of her drawing- 
room, the elegance of her gown, and the 
diamonds on her hand. She was better-looking, 
too, than she had ever been in her life, or had 
ever expected to be, which must be a satisfaction 
to any woman ; physically and mentally she had 
grown since her marriage ; the bud nipped by 
the frost had expanded and bloomed into fair 
womanhood in the hothouse. She owed every- 
thing to her husband, and she had snubbed him. 

Fresh tears flowed. 

** It is because I am not quite the thing to-day,'* 
she told herself. ** TU say I am sorry when he 
comes home." 

They had had tiffs of a more decided kind 
before ; she was quick tempered, and he 
could be cynical and severe. But he had no 
sullenness, and she was penitent in a moment. 
It was the peculiar ingratitude of her petulance 
in this case which moved her to such deep 
remorse. She despised herself for the ill-temper 
she had no right to feel, much less to show. 
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What must he think of her ? Would he write 
this petty discord down as a black mark against 
her name ? 

Her hands trembled over the needlework, 
and she dropped it, and strolled about the room 
restlessly. She wished she had spoken to him 
again before he went out The longer an 
unkind word is left unretracted, the deeper 
impression it makes upon the mind. All the 
time he was out he would be thinking her 
childish and unreasonable at the least, and once 
he had praised her for the very quality she lacked 
to-day. And one never knows when something 
may not happen. He might be run over, and 
she might never see him again to say that she 
was sorry. 

Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes bright 
and humid when the butler came to the door 
announcing a visitor. 

** Mrs. Standish, ma'am." 

An elegant woman in mourning appeared, 
and for a moment she and Alice confronted each 
other in silence. The stranger smiled. 

**You don't know me," she said, advancing 
with outstretched hand. "In Tony's absence I 
must introduce myself. You have heard him 
speak of his cousin, Laura Standish ? " 
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** No," replied Alice. '* I did not know that 
he had a cousin." 

** The humbug ! Has he forgotten my exist- 
ence ! And yet we were very good friends 
before my marriage. I have just returned from 
India, and naturally I came to see Tony first, 
as he is my only relative." 

" Indeed," said Alice, warmly. *' I am sure 
he will be delighted to see you. I am expecting 
him home at six o'clock. You are not in a 
hurry, I hope ? Only that we have an engage- 
ment for this evening, I would beg you to remain 
and dine with us." 

" You are very kind," murmured Mrs. Stand- 
ish. "You must come and see me. I am 
stopping at the Langham. It is quieter for a 
lone lorn woman than one of the big new hotels." 

** You are alone then ? " said Alice, politely. 
*' Your husband is not with you ? " 

*' Dear me, no ! " exclaimed Mrs. Standish. 
" I am a widow, you know, only I won't wear 
weeds because I hate them so." 

" Oh, I beg your pardon ! " said Alice. 

*' You need not apologize, my dear. Poor 

Arthur has been dead three months, so the 

wound has had time to heal!" 

She laughed softly, and Alice received the 
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impression that she was heartless or had not 
cared for the departed very much. She was 
tall, and splendidly formed, with red hair, 
aquiline features, a well-bred voice, and the 
manner of a woman of the world. For some 
reason she made Alice feel young, self-conscious, 
and gauche. Shyness was not one of her fail- 
ings as a rule, but she had the idea that she was 
being criticized, which had a paralyzing effect 
on her, and she had a particular desire to appear 
at her best before her husband's cousin. 

" And so," resumed Mrs. Standish, '* Tony 
has gone the way of all flesh, after escaping the 
toils so long ! It was such a surprise to hear 
that he was married! I could scarcely believe 
it." 

'*Why not? "said Alice. 

** I had an idea that he was invulnerable. 
A man of his position who remains single 
till thirty-five has a good chance of keeping 
his freedom altogether. You must be very 
fascinating ! " 

** I don't think so," said Alice, colouring. 
*' I — I suppose it suited him to marry. Do 
you take cream and sugar in your tea, Mrs. 
Standish .? " 

"Thanks. Dear Tony, he has made a 
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wonderful name for himself. How did you 
come to meet?" 

Alice hesitated. 

" I was his secretary," she said at length, 
bravely. ** Didn't you know ? " 

** I have only just returned from the Back 
of Beyond, you must remember," said Mrs. 
Standish, smiling. "His secretary ! Indeed ! 
That is quite a romance. I received no more 
from him than a newspaper cutting. He was 
always a bad correspondent." 

She was stirring her tea as a latch-key grated 
in the front door. 

** Here is my husband already/' said Alice. 
" He must have guessed that you were 
here ! " 

Verschoyle came into the room with some 
flowers in his hand. 

** I brought you these, Alice," he began, and 
then stopped short as his eyes fell on the 
visitor's face. She had risen, and they con- 
fronted each other in silence for a moment. 
There was a smile on her lips which trembled 
— a very beautiful smile. 

" Laura," he said, in a low tone of wonder, 
and dropped the flowers to take her hands. 

'* You did not expect me, did you ? " she 
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said. **I thought I would give everybody a 
little surprise." 

** You were always an erratic person. I am 
awfully glad to see you, my dear woman." 

'* And I to see you," she said. ** You haven't 
changed a bit in five years. It is the same old . 
Tony." Her tone sharpened from sentiment 
to vivacity, and she withdrew her hands from 
his. ** There is an opportunity for you ! For 
God*s sake say something kind, or I shall feel 
ninety ! " 

" You look seventeen." 

*' What an insult! You know how I always 
despised an ingenue. Make it five-and- twenty, 
Tony." 

" By all means. I only meant to convey 
that you were more charming than when you 
went away." 

** That's better. And so," she added, sinking 
on to the couch again, ** you are married ! " 

*^ Yes." 

He smiled, and simultaneously they both 
looked at his wife, who was sitting somewhat 
neglected behind the tea-table. 

** It is my turn to congratulate you. Why 

didn't you send me a piece of wedding-cake ? " 

"We didn't have one, did we, Alice?" said 
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Verschoyle. *' Our wedding was a very quiet 
affair. I hate a fuss." 

** Yes, you always hated a fuss," she said, 
with a slight laugh. ** I suppose I ought to 
have written to you, but as I was coming home, 
I thought my felicitations would keep." 

*' rU excuse you." 

" But I didn't forget you. I have brought 
you a wedding present to prove it." It was 
to Alice she spoke now. ** I hope you like 
repoussi silver tea-sets } They are the things 
everybody brings from India, I believe. I 
couldn't find anything else but shawls, and I 
wanted something for both of you." 

** How very kind of you to think of us," 
said Alice. ** We shall value it doubly because 
it will be the only present we have received." 

"Really? What hard luck ! " 

" Our own fault," said Verschoyle. ** The 
privacy of our wedding, you know. Are you 
going to settle here, Laura ? " 

"In London, do you mean, or England? I 
shall make a home somewhere, certainly." 

" Of course you will take off your things 
and dine with us," he said hospitably. 

** I should be delighted," she said. "I will 
not pretend that I hanker after a solitary meal 
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at my hotel. But your wife tells me that you 
are dining out ? " 

"Yes, we are going to the Ellisons," said 
Alice. "Don't you remember, Anthony?" 

" Oh, send an excuse. There are two of us, 
so our absence cannot disarrange the table by 
leaving anybody partnerless." 

" As you like," said Alice. 

" Pray don't let me keep your wife at home 
if she wishes to go out," said Mrs. Standish, 
amiably. ** I know how tiresome it is to have 
one s arrangements upset at the last moment. 
I can come another day." 

"You don't mind staying at home, do you, 
Alice?" asked Verschoyle. 

"Not at all," she replied, "if you can think 
of a suitable excuse for our absence." 

" Say the truth — that my cousin has returned 
unexpectedly from India, and something civil 
in the way of regrets, and send a messenger 
boy with it." 

"Very well," said Alice, obediently. 

She went away to write and dispatch the 

note. Anthony had dropped into an arm-chair. 

Mrs. Standish looked at him. The door was 

shut ; they were alone. A moment had come 

which must bring many emotions with it for 
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both of them, many memories, as the echoes in 
a sea-shell recall the storms of the past. 

She was twenty-four when he saw her last, 
and she had changed little. Five years — even 
five years of India— do not make much differ- 
ence to a young woman who takes care of 
herself. She was as beautiful as ever — better- 
looking in some ways perhaps. Her figure 
had gained by its fulness ; there was a deeper 
subtlety in the smile of her lips and the glance 
of her eyes. Black suited her colouring too. 

It was the woman who spoke first, with a 
tremor in her voice. 

**You must have been on your honeymoon 
when my husband died. What a curious 
coincidence ! " 

** I suppose it is. Life can be so unreal ! " 

**You found consolation at last in your 
secretary. How romantic of you! Had you 
been reading the Family Herald?'' 

He took time to concoct his answer. He 
was a man who was seldom at a loss, but 
this meeting was one of the episodes of his 
life. They had parted with passionate abandon 
on the side of the woman, who had been 
willing to throw herself into his arms for 
ever; with renunciation on the side of the 
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man, who owed as much to their kinship as to 
his own honour. Now that they were again 
together, to pretend that he had forgotten 
would be an affectation ; to suggest that he still 
loved her and regretted the sport of destiny 
which had kept him single for five years in 
order to marry him a month before her husband 
died, would be to insult his wife, himself, and 
her. He sought refuge in an attitude of senti- 
mental comedy, suggested by her last remark, 
as though the old passion which had rent their 
souls in twain had been no more than a trivial 
affair between a man and woman of the world. 

"Ah, my dear Laura," he said, smiling, 
**you should have regained your freedom 
sooner! I tried to wear the willow for ever, 
but what would you have ? Man is human, 
flesh is weak. Alice is nice, is she not?" 

" Oh, charming ! " She smiled too, and her 
eyes wandered, those deep blue eyes which 
contrasted so artistically with her Burne-Jones 
hair. ** You used not to admire dark women, 
but of course your taste has changed." 

" We all change as we grow older," he said 

'*You brute!" she exclaimed. "Do you 
mean that I am looking plain .'^" 

" Heaven forbid that you should accuse me 
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of such a vile imputation ! " he said, with hands 
upraised in affected horror. " Did I not say 
that you were more charming than ever ! " 

She had fallen in with his tone, he was 
happy to see. No doubt she was as relieved 
as he was to find an easy way of breaking the 
ice, and beginning a natural, cousinly friendship. 

They were talking of mutual acquaintances 
in England and India, when Alice returned. 

** The note has gone," she said. ^' Anthony, 
why have you let your cousin keep on her 
things? Would you like to come into the 
bedroom and take them off?" 

** Thanks," said Mrs. Standish, rising. " You 
will have to excuse my walking costume, both 
of you. I did not expect to stay." 

The women went away together — the woman 
he had loved, and the woman he had married, 
and Verschoyle sank into uneasy reverie. 

What did Laura think of him ? Her comedy 
was a trifle forced, perhaps, but there might be 
nothing more tragic behind than the chagrin 
of a spoilt woman at the loss of her empire. 
It would have been much more flattering to 
her vanity, he was aware, if she had returned 
to find him still free, although his marriage, 
contracted under the impression that he would 
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never love again, had been the greatest com- 
pliment, if she had known it, which his fidelity 
could have paid her. Once she had cost him 
more pangs than he cared to remember; he 
would have given the rest of his life for a year 
with her ; and now, after five years, they met 
again. His thoughts grew feverish. . . . 

The past and the present ; they stood together, 
the two women of his life, and he wondered 
again what one of them wais thinking. That 
red hair of hers gleamed like burnished copper ; 
she flamed across the room, and her splendour 
threw the quieter style of Alice in the shade. 

The girl sat subdued and silent, as though 
conscious of a disadvantage. He was annoyed. 
She was his wife, whatever the other had been. 
The possessor would have had her make the 
most of herself under this woman's eyes. Why 
should she seem stupid, when she could some- 
times talk so well? He knew Laura's bitter- 
sweet smile of old. If she went away and 
pitied him! 

He was doubly charming, in order to cover 
his annoyance and Alice's silence. Naturally, 
reminiscences formed a large part of the dis- 
course between Laura Standish and himself. 

They could smile over a dozen old incidents 
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which conveyed no meaning to the young wife. 
Laura talked much of India too, and society 
there. Kipling was discussed, of course ; she 
said his women were exaggerated, and Vers- 
choyle looked sceptical. 

" You were always a dangerous woman your- 
self," he said. ** I don't take your opinion.'' 

** I was young and frivolous when you knew 
me," she retorted. "Now I am — nearly thirty, 
alas ! " 

If she; had not known that he knew her age, 
she would have said ** twenty-eight." 

He saw her home in a hansom at ten o'clock. 
He remembered bringing her home from the 
theatre in a hansom once upon a time, and no 
doubt she remembered it too. Old sensations 
revived as he saw her red hair beside him in 
the lamplight ; and the whirl of the wheels, the 
pattering of the horse's hoofs on the asphalte, 
and the scent of violets, drew pictures in the 
night for both of them. 

'* I am afraid we have talked a great deal of 
nonsense/' she said, suddenly. ** It make me 
feel quite sentimental to be with you again, 
Tony! You said that you would fix a night 
for you and your wife to come and dine with 
me?" 
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*' I am afraid we are full up for this week, 
and if you knew how busy I was, my dear 
Laura ! " 

'* Well, make it next week. Come Monday." 

'* Not Monday, I am afraid." 

**I won't be put off!" she exclaimed. 
"Tuesday, then." 

'* So be it." 

He went into the hotel with her, remained 
a few minutes talking in the hall, and said 
good-night. 

When he stopped under a lamp-post to light 
a cigar he realized that the evening had been 
one of tension, which was only now beginning 
to relax. He had been wound up like a 
machine to smile, to say the right thing, to 
maintain an easy familiarity neither self-con- 
scious nor overdone. He had played a difficult 
part well enough, in fact, to earn his own com- 
mendation and esteem, but — how much of 
his attitude had been feigned, and how much 
real? 

With thfe night air on his face, he walked 
along thinking, but his reflections seemed to be 
curiously trivial even to himself. This woman 
had held his heart in thrall for five years, and 
yet, in the first hours of their re-union, he had 
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been able to perceive that her hair was 
dyed! 

Surprise dawned upon him, amazement. 
The reality wais so much less potent than the 
fancy; the woman herself had so much less 
effect upon him than the memory to which his 
imagination had clung. He was almost cha- 
grined to discover that the tragedy of his life 
had become a farce, that he had been wearing 
the willow for a ghost. The old passion was 
dead. He no longer feared her, thrilled at her 
touch. The faded rose-leaves of the past, clung 
with faint sweet perfume to her presence, but 
it was merely sentiment that she aroused — 
refined sentiment and warm friendship for a 
woman who was related to him, and who 
shared with him alone the memory of many 
confidences and a keen grief. If she had 
found him single, the old influence might have 
reasserted itself; he might have married her, 
who knows ? But he was not sorry that it was 
beyond his power to do so. He was content 
with the step he had taken from motives so 
purely intellectual, so curiously passionless. 

It was an intense relief to him to make sure 
that this was so. The first sight of her had 
stirred him to the core. What a tragedy if he 

126 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

had loved her still ! How easily may a man 
make a ruin of his life! By so slight a span 
of time had he missed the opportunity of her 
widowhood ! He only hoped that her memory 
had been even shorter than his own. He 
thought of her kindly. She was very beautiful. 
A woman of society, and used to admiration, 
the caressing sentiment of her manner probably 
meant no more than the habitual desire to 
attract. 

He would not be at all offended if she cared 
for him no longer. He had no more right to 
expect loyalty to the past from her, than she 
had had to expect it from him. They had 
loved, and suffered a while, and all had blown 
over. 

Alice had not gone to bed, and she came to 
the drawing-room door as he entered. 

" Have I been gone long ? " he asked, cheer- 
fully. ** She would make me come in and have 
a whisky-and-soda," 

** It isn't late," she said. *' Anthony, I am 
sorry I was so cross." 

**What was the matter with you?" He 

took her hand, and rubbed it gently between 

his own. " I thought you were very quiet." 

She stared at him with large solemn eyes. 
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** What do you mean ? I meant what I said 
to you when we were talking about Mr. 
Saunderson." 

"Ah!" He dropped her hand "I had 
forgiven — forgotten, you see. Didn't I bring 
you flowers as a peace-offering this afternoon ? 
Laura was here, so I could not talk to you then. 
I am going to put the book aside for a time." 

** No — no ! " she cried, vehemently. '* You 
haven't forgiven, or you wouldn't say that ! I 
shall feel horrible if you don't go on with it — 
as though I were in your debt for everything 
I possessed, down to the shoes on my feet 
and the food I eat. I couldn't bear that, 
Anthony ! " 

"My dear child," he said, "what ideas you 
have ! It is usual for a woman to be supported 
by her husband." 

" But our case is different. I knew at the 
time why you married me. Words were not 
wanted ; I quite understood. You wished to 
see how I should develop with a change of 
circumstances ; you tried an experiment at 
some cost to yourself. You thought the con- 
ditions worth while, and so did I. I couldn't 
be so mean as to ask you to stop now. Of 

course — of course the book must be written." 
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He put his arm round her very tenderly and 
drew her to his side, and kissed her brow. 

" Of course it must and shall be written," he 
said. ** I only meant to put it aside for a little 
while, dear. It was never my intention to 
finish it this year." 

" I was feeling headachey and nervous to- 
day," she murmured, with a tremble of her 
lips. '* You must excuse me. I hate to be a 
fool ! " 

**You are anything but a fool," he said. 
** Be easy ; I have a great opinion of the 
contents of that little head of yours. And you 
stayed up for me in spite of feeling unwell? 
That was sweet of you." 

He kissed her again. His manner had 
never been more gentle and affectionate. She 
drew away from him nevertheless, and he 
looked conscious of a repulse. 

** I think rU go to bed now," she said. 

** Yes, I can see you are tired. I had really 
forgotten the incident of the afternoon when 
Laura was here, or I should have known why 
you were so quiet." He laughed a little. " I 
thought you didn't like Laura." 

She coloured, and did not speak. 

** Don't you like her ? " he asked, curiously. 
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*' Not very much," replied the girl. " I 
shouldn't have been so rude as to say so if you 
hadn't asked me. She is very handsome." 

" Why don't you like her ? " he asked. 

He was always interested in her impressions 
of persons and things, and in this case he was 
doubly interested to discover why Laura, an 
undoubtedly fascinating woman when she 
chose, had failed to please his wife. 

" I — don't — know," murmured Alice. 

She did know, but for once she could not 
bring herself to tell him what she thought. It 
had annoyed her to hear a stranger call him 
"Tony," when she knew that she would not 
venture upon such a familiarity herself The 
woman had made her feel an outsider in her 
own home, and she resented it as she always 
resented an injury, fancied or real. If Mrs. 
Standish never gave her any other cause for 
dislike, that intimate shortening of her husband's 
name would be enough to prevent them being 
real friends. 

**You must know!" insisted Verschoyle, 
watching her under his lids as he had a way 
of doing when he did not quite understand her. 

" She is your cousin : I do not wish to 

comment upon her." 
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** You provoking minx ! " 

She laughed ; the cloud had sped. 

** I shall probably like her better when I 
know her better. I always detest strangers." 

When she was alone, however, she frowned 
once more. A faculty of putting two and two 
together was part of her fatal heritage. She 
always remembered the things which people 
of happier temperament forgot. In this case 
she recalled two incidents of their honey- 
moon \yhich had conveyed something definite 
to her at the time, and asked herself a pertinent 
question : 

** Is Mrs. Standish the red-haired woman who 
was unreasonable ? " 

Laura s remark about the friendship which 
had existed between **Tony" and herself 
before her marriage, and a certain caressing 
note in her voice, suggested an old tendresse 
to Alice's suspicious nature. Had there ever 
been anything between her husband and his 
cousin "i 

" At any rate he didn't want to marry her, or 
I suppose he could have done so," she thought. 
"It must have been one-sided, if anything." 
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CHAPTER XI 

Mrs. Standish knew better. Her little 
prudent transposition of facts had not been 
wasted. She was pacing her bedroom in a 
wrapper at this moment, thinking all the things 
she could not say. Her red hair hung down ; 
she might have been a witch from the wildness 
of her eyes, the contortion of feature which 
portrayed the anguish of her soul. 

She had not forgotten ; she loved him still. 
By her husband*s deathbed, she had watched 
the life flicker out with an uplifting of her spirit 
which no conventional grief could tame. She 
had never loved him, even when she married 
him as a girl. Since she had known Vers- 
choyle, and the one great passion of her life, 
she had writhed like the bound in purgatory. 

Of course she had passed her time as other 

women of her class. She had been admired 

and spoilt by idle men with nothing else to 

do, she had been a hostess of renown, and a 
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correct wife, as the world goes, with a faint, 
false smile and a civil word ever ready for 
the man who worked for her, and hopelessness 
like a canker at her breast. That with his 
bull's strength Standish might die before her, 
while she was still young enough to be desired 
of men, was the last thing she had dared to 
expect. But it had come, and for a day or 
two what dreams she had dreamed ! The rose 
and golden flush of a heavenly dawn had 
spread across the sky ; no girl awaiting her 
lover had ever felt more tenderly disposed to 
all the world. Her plans were made for the 
home-coming; she had already rehearsed the 
meeting with the man who had torn himself 
away from her with such a wr6nch five years 
ago. That he would marry her eagerly, she 
had not doubted. It was not in her nature 
to imagine that she could be forgotten. And 
he had not married ; he had remained single 
amidst a host of temptations, courted and 
admired. 

The newspaper which had dashed her from 
heaven to earth, was among her letters still, 
and she could close her eyes and see the blue 
pencil-marks and the printed words. 
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For a day and a night she had shut herself 
up like a wounded beast in her lair. Her 
guilty gladness at her husband s death had 
turned into a scorpion's sting. 

It was curiosity concerning the girl he had 
married, and a morbid fascination, which had 
brought her home so soon. A wiser woman 
would have avoided London for a time, but 
she had been unable to resist the temptation 
of seeing him again. She thought she could 
trust herself; perhaps she had hoped that he 
would have changed to disillusion her. 

Needless to say, her opinion of Alice was 
small. The girl had good features, she was 
obliged to admit, but that was all. 

"If she had not told me that she was his 
secretary, I should have guessed her something 
of the sort," she thought, with the sneer of 
bitter jealousy. ** * Young person ' is stamped 
on her for any eyes to read. That Anthony of 
all men should have made such a marriage ! I 
did not think there was any one in the peerage 
good enough for him ! " 

If he had married the daughter of a duke, a 
belle of society, even a fashionable actress, she 
would have felt less chagrin. But to be suc- 
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ceeded in his heart by a young woman of no 
importance whom the merest chance had thrown 
across his path ! It was unendurable. 

** Does he love her as he loved me ? " she 
wondered. "Can he love a woman so different 
from me ? " 

His words came back : " We all change as 
we grow older." She did not believe any man 
could change as much in that way. 

"If I had been here, he would not have 
married her," she told herself. " My absence 
ruined me. Men are all alike. With them 
absence makes the heart grow fonder — of some- 
body else ! " 

She had a miserable night, tossing and turn- 
ing — feverish excitement at meeting him again, 
mingled with despair at the circumstances. 
To be obliged to smile at his wife and talk to 
him as she would to an outsider was tragic. 
Why had she been such a fool as to come to 
London ? Why had she not remained out of 
sight for ever, instead of preparing unnecessary 
torments for herself? She hated Alice. It 
had cost her an effort which made her heart 
bleed to talk civilly to that little cat of a girl. 
And she had asked her to dinner, and would 
play the hostess charmingly, no doubt. Anthony 
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would expect them to kiss, perhaps ! She 
shuddered all down her spine. 

** Never ! " she said, heroically. ** Never, 
whatever he thinks of me ! I draw the line 
at that ! " 

She had other things to trouble her besides 
Verschoyle s marriage. Her husband had not 
been as careful with his money, it seemed, as 
most people had given him credit for. He had 
speculated unluckily the last few years, with 
the result that his widow found herself left with 
no more than a couple of thousand pounds 
when the debts were paid. 

A careful woman would have invested the 
money and lived as best she could on the 
proceeds. Laura Standish was an extravagant 
woman, and unpractical besides. She had never 
had anything to do with money beyond spend- 
ing it, so she had come home first-class as a 
matter of course, and put up at the Langham, 
and postponed the evil moment of deciding 
what to do until she had seen Anthony. 

Now that she had seen him, she was no 

nearer the cool and collected frame of mind 

suitable to the consideration of ways and 

means. 

** rU ask Anthony what I am to do," she 
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thought. ** He was always so clever, for a 
novelist, at sums.** 

It was such a legitimate excuse for seeing 
him again before Tuesday, and alone, that she 
plucked up spirit to write him a plaintive little 
note. 

** Dear Tony, — I am awfully worried about 
business. If you can spare half-an-hour this 
afternoon, will you come round and give me 
your advice ? So sorry to trespass on your 
valuable time, but I don't know to whom else 
to go. I shall be in from five till seven." 

When it came to the signature she paused. 
She was going to sign herself ** yours always,'* 
but thought better of it, and put '* sincerely 
yours " instead. He was a sober married man ; 
it was useless to frighten him ; besides, the 
woman might see the note. 

Being so unused to economizing — the dead 
Standish had been lavishly generous to her, his 
one redeeming trait — it did not occur to her 
that she could possibly do without some new 
clothes on her return to London. A woman 
must dress, even if she were a widowed pauper. 
She spent the morning in Bond Street, among 
the old familiar shops, ordered a few gowns, 
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and bought a couple of hats, and a supply of 
shoes and other necessaries. Everything was 
so satisfactory after India. She felt in a better 
mood when she returned with quite an appetite 
for lunch. It is astonishing how trifles will 
depress or exhilarate. Tony was still the 
capture of an insignificant rivars bow and spear, 
but she had found such a lovely toque. And 
he would come this afternoon, she was sure of 
it, and after all to see him sometimes was better 
than nothing — if he did not love his wife too 
much. 

At five she awaited him in her most becom- 
ing gown, and he did not disappoint her. 

** You good fellow," she said, extending a 
soft, white hand to him with a still softer smile. 
" I suppose you are wishing me back to India! 
I was always exacting, unreasonable, and a 
nuisance — wasn't I ? " 

" My dear Laura," he said, pressing the hand, 
**you know that I am ever at your service. 
What is the matter ? What can I do for you ? " 
" I am sure I don't know what you can do 
for me : I have nothing to suggest," she said. 
" The inspiration must come from your great 
mind, my friend. The fact is, that I have 
about two thousand pounds in the world." 
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'*Two thousand pounds!*' repeated Vers- 
choyle, aghast. ** Is that all ? " 

** I think," she said, pensively, **that it may 
not be as much when I have paid my milliner s 
and dressmaker's bills." 

** It is very little," he said, looking serious. 
" I always supposed Standish to be a rich man." 

" He made a great deal of money," she said, 
**but I suppose we spent it." 

" What folly — what criminal recklessness ! 
Did he make no provision at all for you ? 
Didn't he insure his life.-^" 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

" I am afraid it is all gone, dear." 

"A man," said Verschoyle, strongly, "has 
no right to marry a woman like you, and leave 
her inadequately provided for." 

" I quite agree with you," she said, ** although 
he was very generous to me. I will say that 
for him." 

" Of course, the money must be invested at 
once," said Verschoyle. 

" I have no doubt that you are right." 

"In something perfectly secure ; not Consols 
— the rate of interest is so low. I will get my 
lawyer, who is perfectly trustworthy, to secure 
you at five per cent." 
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** How kind of you, Tony ! What will my 
income be ? " 

" Two thousand pounds at five per cent, is 
one hundred a year." 

**Good heavens!" she exclaimed, in horrp-, 
**do you imagine that I can live upon one 
hundred a year ? Why my clothes cost three ! " 

He looked helpless and concerned. 

" I know it is very little — to you. But I am 
afraid I cannot make a better investment for 
your money than that, Laura. All I can suggest 
is that — that " 

She stopped him with a hand upon his arm. 
The half-frivolous, half-pathetic tone she had 
adopted this afternoon gave place to earnest 
distress. 

** No ! no ! Tony ! I know what you are 
going to say. Don't imagine for a moment 
that I meant to suggest anything so low. Of 
course, I only want you to give me the best 
advice in your power — nothing more." 

" I wasn't going to offer you money," he 
said, looking down. " I have a little place in 
the country somewhere which happens to be 
standing empty at the moment. It is quite 
small — just a few rooms, and a patch of garden 

where you could grow your vegetables, and — 
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and keep fowls and that sort of thing. I don't 
believe any one will take it, so if you'd live in 
it, and keep it from falling into disrepair, you 
would be conferring a favour on me rather than 
^ otherwise. It would save you from paying 
rent, at any rate ; and food is so cheap there 
that you could come out on a hundred a year." 

** Why are you sure that it won't let.^ " she 
asked. 

*' Oh, people want modern improvements 
now-a-days," said Verschoyle, vaguely. ** Bath- 
rooms and electric light, and all that sort of 
thing. The house is three miles from a town, 
too." 

" Three miles ! " repeated Mrs. Standish, 
with a little shudder. 

She had never cared for walking as a girl, 
and after a prolonged residence in India, the 
idea of being separated from the nearest oasis 
of civilization by three miles filled her with 
unmitigated horror. 

" I suppose it would be dull," he said, depre- 
catingly. *'But you would make friends, of 
course." 

" With the clergyman and the doctor and the 
squire," she said. " My dear fellow, I should 
die of ennui ; but it is generous of you to pro- 
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pose it, and beggars cannot be choosers. I will 
think it over, with your permission." 

*' Take your leisure about it, by all means.'' 

"You don't think it would run to a pony- 
trap, do you ? " she asked, ingratiatingly. 
*' Just a little cheap chaise of some kind and 
a Shetland to drag me about .'^" 

*' On a hundred a year ? " he murmured. 
" Um ! '' 

** If the country is as cheap as you say ? I 
don't see how I could possibly manage without 
one," she said. "The tradespeople would 
never discover me. I should die of starva- 
tion like a shipwrecked mariner on a desert 
island ! " 

He smiled. 

" There is a village close at hand, where 
you could buy the common necessaries of 
life." 

" That makes a difference, certainly. Clothes 
would not come under that heading, of course ! 
One cannot expect to dress on a hundred a 
year ; one must be content to cover oneself. I 
shall manage so badly, I am sure, that even 
that may not be possible after a little while." 

" You are heartrending," he said. " To 

think of you, my dear Laura, who always dress 
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so charmingly, in rags, or — worse still ! — an 
ill-made gown, makes me shudder. I should 
not sleep of nights. If I permitted such an 
outrage, no sin of my life would weigh so 
heavily on my conscience. Why — why won't 
you let your only kinsman, who happens to 
have more than enough for his own needs, help 
to supply yours ? " 

** No, Tony!" she said, sweetly, and her 
limped blue eyes grew softer still. ** It is not 
as though you were alone. . You have a wife 
now." 

" My wife would have no right to interfere, 
and would not seek to do so. She would not 
even know." 

" Ah, you propose to have secrets already ! " 
" I tell Alice everything that concerns her ; 
this would not." 

" She might be of a different opinion, if you 
gave her the chance," said the woman, slyly. 
''Wives are by nature jealous, my dear Tony. 
Perhaps you haven't found that out ? " 

" My wife has had no occasion to be jealous." 
" Yet," she supplemented. " Say yet ! " 
" She will never have any occasion to be 
jealous," he added, steadily. 

** How long have you been married ? Four 
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months, is it not ? You are a good fellow, 
Tony, but are you different from other men ? *' 

He refused to smile, and she saw that he 
took his new rdle seriously at present, and 
would not respond. She had a great deal of 
tact 

" Forgive me," she murmured. " I am in 
such an ill-humour with the world, that I scoff 
at everything and every one. You are different 
from other men. Who should know that better 
than I ? " 

He made a gesture of dissent. A reminis- 
cence had given a dreamy beauty to the 
woman s face, and she looked out of the 
window with parted lips, her hands — those 
long white hands which he had once kissed in 
a frenzy of hopeless passion — lying idly on her 
lap. Her thoughts had gone back, dragging 
his with them. They both seemed to see an 
evening of summer, and hear the night-wind 
soughing through the trees. 

She aroused herself with a start and a sigh, 
effective if simulated, and passed her hand 
across her brow to brush aside the past. 

** Yes, you are always a good fellow, Anthony ; 

and as you are my cousin, I will consider myself 

at liberty to think over this offer of yours con- 
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cerning the house. It is almost the same as 
taking money from you, and you will wonder at 
the distinction without a difference. But I may 
be able to persuade myself that I am improving 
your property for you, and I couldn't — I really 
couldn't — face cheap lodgings or a boarding- 
house ; and that is what it would come to, I 
suppose, if I totally rejected your aid. Shall I 
let you know in a day or two ? '' 

" When you like, Laura." 

" Let me see, you and your wife are to dine 
with me to-morrow, are you not ? " 

" You were kind enough to ask us. But why 
don't you come to us again instead ! " 

" You remind me that I am a pauper, and 
cannot afford the luxury of entertaining my 
friends ! " She smiled with an affectation of 
childish gaiety. ** I shan't give you cham- 
pagne ! " she added. ** Claret — a cheap brand ! 
You won't give my position away to any one, 
will you ? " 

" Certainly not" 

"I confide in you," she said, "because we 
are old friends. But, even as a pauper, I have 
my little pride." 

" Regard me as your lawyer or your doctor," 
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said Verschoyle, gravely, " and trust me with- 
out fear." He rose. " I must leave you now. 
We dine out to-night. Is there anything I can 
do for you before we meet again ? " 

"No! no! Good-bye." 

Her hand lingered in his. She walked to 
the hall with him. 

" Excuse my reluctance to part from you," 
she said. "It is rather lonely." 

She looked lonely to him somehow at that 
moment. It had not struck him to pity her 
before. In the large hall among the many 
strangers, the feminine figure had its pathos. 
She was not of the masculine type ; her charac- 
ter was in her soft white, caressing hand. She 
was made to be protected and loved, and she 
had contrived to miss love, in spite of her 
necessity for it. All her life she had been 
asking for bread, it seemed to him, and 
receiving a stone. She ought to marry again. 
She was not the sort of woman to be happy 
alone. 

"Good-bye till to-morrow," he said, kindly. 

" Don't fret. I am sure everything will come 

right in the end." 

"How can it.'*" she murmured, plaintively. 
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" I am a lone, lorn, poverty-stricken widow, and 
nobody cares for me." 

" It is unkind to say that — to me," he 
replied. 

** Oh, you — you are married ! " she said, with 
sudden viciousness. ** Good-night." 
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Verschoyle went away. 

"She is angry that I have married," he 
meditated, '* but that means nothing at all. 
The woman is always angry when the man 
marries. I dare say she has had a very good 
time in India all these years." 

When he was returning home with his wife 
that night, she asked him where he had been 
in the afternoon. 

** I went to the Langham to see Laura 
Standish," he said. " I had a note from her 
this morning, asking me to call." 

"Why?" asked Alice. "She will see you 
to-morrow." 

"She wished for my advice on a matter of 
business." 

" Oh ! Is she well off, Anthony } " 

" No," he said. 

He was not communicative, and she was not 

particularly curious. Only for a moment she 
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was conscious of that sensation of well-being 
appertaining to the woman who is satisfied with 
her lot. She could afford to pity Mrs. Standish, 
although she did not like her. 

She gazed at the stars with quiet eyes, and 
drew her opera-cloak closer round her. Anthony 
was smoking, and the scent of good tobacco 
reached her nostrils, and the tip of his cigar 
glowed beside her. She drew a little nearer 
to him, to feel his arm against her shoulder. 
A curious thrill ran through hen Her body 
tingled to the finger-tips. Contemplation of 
the lot of the woman who was lonely, brought 
a revelation. She would miss him so much 
were he to die. If she had never known before 
that she loved him, she knew it now. The man 
she had married for a home, had become her 
second self, and as the full extent of her feeling 
for him grew upon her consciousness, her bosom 
heaved over her throbbing, swelling heart. 

An ecstasy, so keen that it was pain as well 
as joy, filled her being. She had always felt 
that she was capable of a passion which would 
absorb her whole life, but she had never ex- 
pected to meet the right man. That her 
husband should be that man seemed scarcely 

credible. It was as though destiny had willed 
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that the debt owed to her mother's daughter, 
should be paid at last with interest a thousand- 
fold. She had suffered for another's crime ; 
the sins of the fathers had fallen on her 
shoulders, so that she had but dragged her 
weary footsteps through the world until her 
marriage. That in itself had been compensa- 
tion enough ; in contented materialism she had 
begun to forget her outcast days. This glowing 
happiness raised her soul to heaven. 

She stared before her with almost rigid 
intensity, and neither husband nor wife spoke 
again until they reached home. He looked at 
her in the light, and blinked away the lingering 
shadows from outside. 

**You look pale," he said. "You are not 
chilly, are you.^" 

*' No," she said, brusquely. 

He touched her cheek with his hand. 

** I want to do a little work to-night, my 
child. Go to bed." 

'* Mayn't I wait for you? I am not tired." 

** No, I may be a long time." 

She went to her room alone, and turned up 
the lights over her dressing-table, and looked at 
herself in the glass. 

Tears welled to her eyes. With motionless 
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features she watched them brim over and run 
down. She loved him, and he was hers ; but 
with passion had come anxiety. He had not 
married her for love. He was kind, affectionate, 
considerate always ; but did he care as little as 
before ? 

Fire ran through her veins, and dried the 
tears upon her cheeks. She trembled. The 
time had passed when she could be content 
with interest, toleration. She wanted all, 
giving him as much. Had he remained cool 
while she had progressed from indifference to 
gratitude, liking, love.'* Did he know that 
she cared, and was she still the human docu- 
ment to him, and not a woman to be loved? 
She remembered how he had kissed her, touched 
her sometimes ; she was his wife, and he was 
fond of her in a way : it might mean no more 
than that. 

If he would only tell her that he loved her! 
Her emotions made her dizzy. A fierce im- 
patience consumed her. She felt she could not 
live another moment in this suspense. 

She moved to the door to go to him, hesitated 
on the threshold, and returned. What would 
he think of her if she burst upon him with 
burning words which he might not be able to 
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return ? HoW could she say without prelude' or 
encouragement on his part : " I love you ; do 
you love me ? " They had never talked in that 
tone to each other; in their most intimate 
moments she had never forgotten why he had 
married her. He might be disturbed if she 
demanded vows and declarations from him now 
which he had never made any pretence of offer- 
ing her. He might be annoyed by exactions 
he had not bargained for. She was his wife, 
the mistress of his house ; he gave her all the 
deference, sympathy, and companionship she 
had any right to demand. She must not worry 
him, or he might be sorry that he had burdened 
himself with a wife he did not love. 

The girl returned to her dressing-table, and 
sank down on a chair. The old, depressing self- 
depreciation had returned. Why should he 
love her? How could she expect him to love 
her.*^ It was not astonishing that she should 
fall in love with him. Her head throbbed. 
She was a convenience to him, nothing more ; 
the artist's model. 

Her contentment was dead from that moment. 
It was not her way to be demonstrative, and 
wear her heart upon her sleeve. Hers was the 
nature to conceal the aching in her breast, to 
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bury it and cherish it in a silence of strained 
nerves and • destroying emotions. While she 
had only liked him, she had been happy ; now 
that she knew she loved him, nothing could 
satisfy her except the words he did not speak. 

She felt changed when she rose the next 
morning. A new epoch had begun. It would 
never be the same between her husband and 
herself again. Her spontaneity had gone ; a 
constraint invaded her manner towards him. 
They had been good friends, but friendship 
could not exist in the bosom of a woman who 
believed that she loved without return. 

The sullen pride which had been her only 
support in the old days was all she had to 
depend upon now. It bade her suppress the 
least sign of emotion, to steel herself against her 
own heart. He should not know what she felt 
until he showed some desire to know. She 
would not fling herself unasked at the feet of 
any man. 

While he wrote this morning she brooded 
apart. Yesterday she had sung softly to herself 
over her sewing. The closed door of his study 
suggested an impenetrable barrier to her mind. 
Once more she began to hate the artist in him ; 
his intellect, his profession, which had brought 
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them together, seemed to separate them now. 
The woman panted to be regarded as a woman, 
not as a tool of his art. 

She flushed. Suppose he found out what 
was the matter with her, and treasured that up 
to be written down too ! Had he expected her 
to get fond of him ? Would the truth surprise 
him very much, or was it for the sake of 
watching the growth of passion in her, that he 
had taken her home ? 

Instinct told her that she had guessed the 
truth, and a hysterical desire to scream beset 
her. She rose, her brow burning, her hands 
clenched, to pace the room and try to smother 
the volcano which this sudden idea had 
awakened. 

She had resented his insight in the old days. 
Latterly she had yielded to him the only 
marriage portion she had brought ; but she 
could not make her new-found love the property 
of his pen ; she would not have her passion 
dissected for his aggrandizement and written 
down to stare at her and mock her in printed 
words. She would rather die than that he 
should as much as suspect the truth, if he only 
meant to use it, as he had used the rest of her 
life, to add to the reality of his book. 
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When lunch time came she shrank from 
meeting him. - It seemed to her that he must 
read her thoughts upon her face ; but she forced 
herself to talk, and he was too full of the maga- 
zine story he was engaged upon, to notice 
anything amiss with her. Afterwards they went 
out together. To wear the mask successfully, 
she must not change her habits ; there must be 
nothing to make him wonder, g^ess. She had 
told him several times that she was happy, and 
he must continue to believe it 

Nevertheless, the self-restraint she was bound 
to exercise had its effect upon her manner. She 
could not be natural, and she had never been a 
clever hypocrite. Unconsciously, she was chill- 
ing, repellent to-day. She was determined to 
keep her distance, and he should keep his. She 
could no longer bear him to tease her as he was 
wont to do in his lighter moods ; the touch of 
his hand was enough to bring her heart to her 
throat, the blood to her face. She could not 
trust herself to play with the passion of her life. 

All day she had had it on her mind that she 
had to dine with " that woman." The artifice 
of society did not come easily to her : the young 
tigress who had glared at the world from her lair, 
or fought it tooth and nail, could not purr like 
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the domestic tabby. She was truthful, absurdly 
sincere, and she could not think it necessary 
or right to become the guest of a woman she 
disliked. 

** I suppose I must go this time," she thought 
angrily, "but I shall never accept another 
invitation." 

Laura did not mention her affairs before Alice, 
although there was no reason on earth why she 
should not have done so beyond a feminine 
desire to possess a secret in common with the 
man she loved. 

He could not say anything on his own 
initiative, so the evening passed with no allusion 
to business at all, until the Verschoyles were 
going, when she whispered to him : 

'* When can I see you again ? " 

" When you like," he responded, in duty 
bound. 

"To-morrow afternoon, as before.'* " 

" Very well." 

" I can*t bore your wife with my troubles," 
she added, in a tone of apology. " She would 
think me a nuisance." 

Did he notice that she had so contrived that 
they should meet three days in succession, and 
twice out of the three times tHe-cL-tHe ? He 
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said nothing in any case ; his time was fully 
occupied, as a rule, between his work and the 
calls of society ; but he could scarcely refuse to 
waste a little of it, even if he felt the tax, on a 
woman in trouble, who had no one else to look 
to. He wished, nevertheless, that she would 
not make a secret of the appointment by whis- 
pering about it. Laura was always fond of 
mysteries, he remembered, with an indulgent 
smile. Really there was no reason why she 
should not say right out before his wife that she 
wished to talk to him to-morrow. 

Alice detected the interlude without comment. 

**They have secrets, then," she thought. 
** There is something I may not know." 

She frowned. It was not pleasant to be 
treated as an outsider where her husband was 
concerned. Her pity for Laura Standish was 
lost in a sense of offence, and her dislike for 
the woman who called him ** Tony " increased. 
She hoped he would tell her what the whisper 
was about, but he said nothing on the way 
home. Evidently it was considered that she 
had no right to know. 

"You used to see a great deal of Mrs. 
Standish before her marriage, didn't you.'*" 
she asked him as they went up-stairs. 
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'* Not before her marriage — afterwards. She 
was brought up by an uncle in Jersey." 

An expression of arrested attention dawned 
on Alice's face, 

"After the marriage! Wasn't she married 
in London, then?" 

"Yes; but I was abroad at the time. I 
only remembered her as a child when we met 
a couple of years afterwards/' 

" I see," said Alice, thoughtfully, " Did she 
love her husband ? " 

"She may have fancied so once upon a 
time. . . . God knows." 

" But she wasn't happy? " she supplemented. 
" She realized that she had made a mistake ? " 

" I am afraid so. In some ways, Laura has 
had an unfortunate life. I am sorry for her." 

Alice drew away from him. Her face had 
grown dark, sullen. There was a stormy light 
in her eyes. 

"She told me a lie!" she thought. "She 
said they had been intimate before her marriage, 
not afterwards. She must have had a motive. 
What was it ? " 

Her head was throbbing. All the latent 
suspiciousness of her nature was aroused. She 
hated women who told stories ; she never be- 
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lieved in them, and she was sure that this one 
was treacherous and false : her blue eyes were 
always half-closed, like a cat's, and her hair 
was dyed. 

" I suppose she married for money, and met 
a man she cared for afterwards," she concluded. 
''He almost admitted that it was so. That 
man was Anthony ; otherwise why should she 
trouble to tell a lie about such a simple matter ? 
I felt an antipathy to her directly she came in. 
I knew she loved Anthony. But it doesn't 
matter. He has married me, not her. If she 
ever had any influence over him, she must have 
lost it long ago. " 

A keen satisfaction mingled with her hatred 
of the other woman. SAe was the wife ; who- 
ever the past might belong to, the present was 
hers. She did not pity Laura. It was in her 
nature to be as jealous as a savage ; it put her 
in a rage even to discover that a woman who 
had once loved him, and perhaps loved him 
still, had re-appeared upon the scene. She was 
still willing to admit, as she had been on the 
first days of her marriage, that she could not 
have been the first. But the shadows of the 
past must remain shadows ; they must not 
materialize into women with abundant red hair, 
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and blue eyes which smiled and sneered, and 
soft lips, and clinging hands, and obtrude them- 
selves upon the present. The existence of 
Mrs. Standish made the subject of experiment 
begin to ask herself what her own position 
could be ; whether a man's passion could con- 
tinue to be subservient to his intellect; or 
whether the girl he had married for the sake 
of his art would be trampled upon if love came 
into his life again. 

Had he ever loved Laura Standish ? 
Again those brief incidents of the honeymoon 
came back— clues of gossamer. He had cer- 
tainly been thinking of Mrs. Standish then. 

" But a man may remember a mere friend," 
thought Alice ; **and, after all, she is his cousin. 
I don't believe he ever loved her." 

She disliked Laura Standish so much, in 
fact, that she would not give her the credit of 
being able to attract him. Pride helped to 
crush jealousy. His eyes had passed her by 
until her history was known to him ; why 
should they have lingered on the other 
woman ? 

"If there were anything, it was all on one 
side, or he has forgotten," she decided. " I 

hope Mrs. Standish will go away soon. She 
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has the soft voice of a hypocrite ; she tells lies. 
I do not like her. I do not want to think of 
her any more." 

She threw her head back with a motion of 
impatience, and began to undress at last. She 
liked the look of her long black hair over 
her shoulders, which were very white and no 
longer too thin. Her eyes, both brilliant and 
tender, flashed under their long lashes ; she 
ran her hand over her throat and upper arm 
to feel the soft white flesh. She did not 
utter her thought, or even frame it mentally, 
but she was glad she was as good-looking in 
her way as Laura Standish. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

Alice suspected that Mrs. Standish had 
made another appointment with her husband, 
but she would not ask. If she asked, he might 
think she was jealous : the woman who is 
jealous is in love. 

So when he said that he was going out " on 
business" in the afternoon, she only smiled 
bitterly, and sat for half-an-hour after he had 
gone, with her black eyes fixed on vacancy. 

She was trying not to be imaginative ; but 
she could not help remembering that the inti- 
macy of her husband and this woman dated 
from a later period than she had first been told. 
She could no longer comfort herself with the 
fact that he might have married her if he had 
chosen. 

Verschoyle meanwhile pursued his way in 
supreme unconsciousness of his wife's black 
mood. His intentions respecting Laura were 
so harmless that it did not occur to him that 

162 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

any one could imagine otherwise. Even when 
Mrs. Standish greeted him with a lingering 
look from her blue eyes, and a pressure of 
the hand, he did not respond save in the way 
of pure friendliness. 

•' Well, you have made up your mind about 
the cottage ? " he asked, cheerfully. 

'* Yes," she said. " I am ever so much 
obliged to you, Tony, but I have decided 
against it. I should die, I am sure. I would 
rather starve peacefully in London." 

He looked grave. 

*' I do not see how you can live in London on 
two pounds a week in decent comfort." 

*' I don't propose to perform the impossible," 
she replied, with a sweet smile. " I shall spend 
the capital." 

'* Oh, madness ! " he exclaimed. " And when 
It IS gone ? 

'* It will last a long time if I am economical. 
I shall not remain at the Langham." 

** What do you call ' economical ' ? " 

•^ If I spent four hundred a year," she said, 
defiantly, ** I should be able to hold out for five 
years. Five years is a long time." 

" But even five years will come to an 

end." 
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** I may marry," she suggested, with half- 
veiled eyes on his face. 

Anthony sat quiet and thoughtful. 

** Yes," he acquiesced, *' it is most probable — 
if you wish to do so." He smiled. " After all, 
I believe your bold feminine tactics are the 
wisest. You will do better, no doubt, to remain 
in touch with people, than to bury yourself in 
the country. Your investment will be more 
profitable than mine." 

•* Are you bitter ? " she asked. 

'*Not in the least!" 

She smiled also — on the wrong side of her 
mouth — then flushed. 

'' I am alone^ I am alone I " she said, passion- 
ately. " It is all very well for people to sneer 
at women who marry for money, but what is a 
woman in my position to do ? I shall hate it, 
of course, but I can't starve. I must have 
some one to look after me." 

** I think you are quite right." 

" I am the most sentimental creature alive, 
for all that. I would rather live on — yes, on 
two pounds a week with the man I cared for, 
than in a palace with another I " 

'* An admirable confession, Laura." 

She began to whimper. 
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" I believe I was born unfortunate. I am 
never to be happy." 

" You are likely to be as happy in a second 
marriage as you were with Standish," he said, 
after a moment. " Don't despair. I am sure 
you have more spirit than you pretend, and will 
make the best of circumstances." 

" I used to have spirit," she said, " but it's all 
gone. My God, why do I live ? " 

She burst into tears. 

Verschoyle felt uncomfortable. The sight of 
a woman crying did not affect him deeply as a 
rule, because it was his opinion that most women 
could cry for nothing, but this particular woman 
had once been the dearest in the world to him. 
He sympathized with the pang he would have 
suffered five years ago. 

** I cannot believe that you wish to die," he 
said, tamely. " You are young, beautiful ; many 
years of happiness lie before you still, I do not 
doubt" 

"It is impossible," she said, **that I should 
ever be happy. Fate is against me.'' 

"No— no!" 

" Why did you marry, Anthony ? " 

His forehead grew damp. He rose. That 
she should dare enough to ask him that question 
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point-blank, told him how much she must care 
still, how great was the disappointment she was 
unable to conceal. 

'* You were tied," he said, huskily. " There 
seemed no prospect. You cannot reproach me. 
I was faithful to your memory for five years.*' 

'* And then — after vowing to remember me 
for ever — you fell in love with a girl!*' 

He could have appeased her jealousy had he 
chosen ; for a moment, indeed, it was on the tip 
of his tongue to confess that no sentiment such 
as she supposed had instigated his marriage. 
But he checked the explanation which would 
not be fair to Alice. She, who was his wife, 
must be considered first. 

'* Men make foolish vows at such times,** he 
said. ** I was strongly moved. You must 
forgive me. I hoped — I believed, that you had 
ceased to think of me long ago.*' 

She wept without response. 

" For God's sake don't cry I " he begged. 
'* You make me feel a murderer ! " 

''You should have taken me away at the 
time," she said. " I knew it was a mistake. I 
knew that if we separated then, it would be for 
ever ! " 

" What can I say ? '* he asked, helplessly. 
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" Shall I say that if I had known you were going 
to be free so soon, I should have waited ?" 

*'Then you don't love her!" she flashed. 
"You, too, have made a mistake!" 

" I might have felt that I owed it to you to 
wait, that the past had its claims upon me. . . . 
How can one foresee the future ? You cannot 
blame me, Laura." 

** Blame ! " she repeated. '* Of course no one 
is to blame. But that does not make me hate 
your wife the less ! Women are never logical, 
you know." 

He withdrew from her to wander across the 
room and back. 

" I should have stayed in India," she said, 
drying her eyes. *' I was a fool ! I thought I 
could trust myself, and I felt that I must see 
you again. What do you think of me now? 
Have I lost caste .»* One is not allowed to 
speak so plainly to a married man, is one ? 
It is only the man who may speak plainly to 
the woman!" 

This mingling of pathos, bitterness, and 

reproach, should have been heartrending, but 

the pained expression he forced was no more 

than a mask for a tolerably selfish content 

The more he saw of her, the more he realized 
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that the magic key, with which she had once 
unlocked the casket of his soul, was lost. 
Nothing could have convinced him like this 
abandon on her part, which affected him only 
as a man who is interested in his species is 
affected by sorrow which concerns him not. 
He was conscious all the while that she wept 
and appealed to him with her eyes, that her 
lashes were darker than they used to be, and 
that she did not forget to wipe them gingerly, 
that her charming hair did not owe its lustrous 
hue entirely to nature, and that her attitude of 
despair upon the couch revealed the best lines 
she possessed. A mental calculation limited 
his respect for her. Was this really the only 
time that she had posed and shed tears becom- 
ingly to melt the heart of man ? He could not 
believe that no rehearsals had taken place. She 
was perfect. Other women's tears produced a 
red nose and a contortion of features unpleasing 
in the extreme. He had only seen Alice cry 
once, and then she had had the tact to cover 
her face. Alice had not practised weeping as a 
fine art. She was always herself, genuine. 

His face softened. 

A touch awakened him from his dream of 
another woman. 
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'* Kiss me once," said Mrs. Standish, impet- 
uously, " and you shall never suspect that I 
have a heart again!" 

" My dear Laura," he murmured. 

" Oh, you model married man!" she taunted. 
" Don't be frightened. Your darling need 
never know." 

He was extremely annoyed ; she ought to 
have seen that he was not in the mood. 

'* I am not afraid of my wife," he replied, 
taking refuge in offence. 

'* Are you afraid of me, then } " 

'* No ! " he retorted, stung to brutality. 

She coloured a deep rosy tint which made 
him ashamed of himself, and, to atone, he bent 
his head and kissed her on the cheek. 

She sat rigid under the caress which was so 
passionless. 

** I hope," she said, presently, '* that you will 
put this afternoon out of your mind, Anthony. 
I do not want to lose your friendship as well as 
your love." 

'* You have not lost it." 

'* Do not tell your wife," she murmured, 
** even to please her." 

" Good heavens ! what do you take me 

for ? " 
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"Forgive me," she said. "I no longer know 
you." 

He wished with all his heart that he could 
get away. His tact was usually excellent ; he 
had the chagrin on this occasion to realize that 
his retreat was clumsy at the least. 

It was the remembrance of his sometime 
eloquence upon an emotion he had outgrown, 
which froze him into stiff embarrassment. If 
she recalled the details of that buried episode 
of their love as vividly as he did ! 

" I hope," he said, " that we shall begin a 
new era from this date, a new era of friendship. 
Pray command me in any way, my dear Laura. 
Will you move into apartments, or take a little 
furnished flat ? " 

'* I haven't made up my mind yet," she said, 
tartly. " I will let you know." 

"Then I will wish you good-bye for the 
present" He extended his hand. " I should 
decide upon a flat." 

He felt that he had been a prig, which was 
an unpleasant reflection. In another way he had 
gained : he walked the pavement a free man. 
For a year — perhaps two years — she had made 
his life a burden of unsatisfied desire ; for three 

years more he had seriously imagined that he 
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loved her. Even when he had been startled 
into admiring Alice, it had been with the 
patronage of a mind set upon a vision of the 
red hair and blue eyes which belonged to 
another man. If Laura had remained in India, 
he would have seen her for ever as he had seen 
her five years ago. Now he was puzzled as 
to whether it were she or himself who had 
changed. Was it possible that he had ever 
been such a fool ? 

On the day after her return he had still 
admired if he had ceased to love her ; she was 
still Laura with a halo round her, and he had 
been surprised at his own control. But a 
graduated decline of sentiment had ended in 
disgust this afternoon. He found her artificial 
and animal — an unpleasant combination ; he 
would have her sex prudish rather than the 
reverse, and there was no doubt that she had 
meant to lure him further than he chose to go. 
He could no longer understand how he had 
ever lost his head over a woman who had been 
so ready to forget her marriage vows. 

Yes, the last fetter had slipped to the ground, 

and the free man, who had been the slave of a 

habit, turned his eyes to the contemplation of 

his wife. 
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Her features were more regular than Laura's 
— so were her morals ; his maturer taste recog- 
nized at last that the woman he had married 
was of far higher type, both physically and 
mentally, than the woman who had cost him 
the great renunciation of his life. He could 
not imagine that Alice, in Laura's place, would 
have allowed herself to cherish an illicit passion, 
and given herself away as Laura had done 
to-day. She had more sympathy, less selfish- 
ness, an infinitely higher outlook on life, more 
cultivation of mind, and better manners. Alice 
would not touch up her hair and eyebrows, and 
languish at a man who did not care for her. 

'* She is a gem," he said. " Why have I 
never seen it before.*^" 
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Of course he was unjust to the one woman 
in atoning to the other for an over-long de- 
preciation. Laura Standish loved him, and felt 
a claim upon him through the past. 

He hurried home to Alice as though he had 
been separated for a length of time from a 
beloved bride. A.t last, it seemed to him, he 
was quite sane. He was deeply grateful to 
Laura for coming home ; otherwise^he might 
have remained under his delusion, and lost the 
fairest fruits of life. 

Alice was working quietly in the drawing- 
room when he entered with a flush on his face. 

She greeted him without enthusiasm, guess- 
ing that he had come from Mrs. Standish, and 
he laid some roses he had brought her in her 
lap. 

" Thank you," she said, soberly. 

Flowers had been his olive branch after their 
discussion about the artist. She could imagine 
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that it was again his conscience which gave her 
these to-day. 

He sat down beside her on the couch with an 
unusual display of affection, and put his arm 
round her waist. 

" What have you been doing this afternoon, 
little woman ? " 

'* I have been out for a walk. I have only 
just returned." 

He drew her face towards him and kissed her 
on the mouth. 

**You look a little pale," he said, tenderly. 
" Shall we go out of town for a few days ? " 

Alice coloured, and freed herself from his 
embrace, rising as though to fetch something 
from a table. 

** I am very well," she said, " there is no 
occasion to be anxious." 

Verschoyle bit his lip. Had she meant to 
repulse him ? He felt as though some one had 
thrown a jug of water in his face. Perhaps 
the snub had been unintentional, thoughtless. 
It might be that she had really required the 
reel of silk. 

He waited for her to return to her seat with 
pained and perplexed anxiety. She had never 
rejected his caresses before, not even at the 
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very beginning. Had she felt a difference this 
time, and resented it ? Why should she resent 
it ? It could scarcely annoy her to find that a 
passion for her had awakened in his breast. 

She sat down again as far from him as the 
sofa would allow. 

" Have you been to see Mrs. Standish this 
afternoon ? " she asked. 

** Yes," he answered, absently, thinking of the 
woman beside him. 

" I suppose her affairs are not settled 
yet ? " 

" In a way they are. She is very unreason- 
able." 

The red-haired woman who was unreason- 

m 

able ! The white walls, the picturesque alleys 
and steps of Capri, came back to Alice's eyes. 
She saw again the Mediterranean sparkling in 
the sun. 

** She seems lonely," she added. " It is 
natural that she should want you." 

"Yes, it is natural," he repeated, mechanic- 
ally. 

He was wondering why. the beauty of his 
wife's face and form had not warmed his 
dormant passion to life before. It was almost 
incredible that he should have been so long in 
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falling in love with her. He covered her busy 
hand with his own suddenly. 

" Do leave off working, and talk to me ! " 

She looked surprised, but obeyed. 

** Then you don't wish to go out of town ? " 

" It is as you like, of course," she replied 
indifferently. 

" No, it is as you like. I want to give you 
an extra pleasure, if you will tell me how." 

" I am quite content." 

** Would you like a new ornament ? " 

'*You have already bought me so many. 
You are so generous." 

Fair words, all of them, but not the words or 
the tone that a woman uses to a man she loves. 

Gazing at her long and hard, their eyes met ; 
hers shifted at once. He sighed, and rose. 

" I believe we have something on for to- 
night, have we not?" 

" Yes, those concert tickets." 

" I get tired of these constant engagements," 
he said. "If you could go out alone, I should 
accept none for the next few weeks. The 
mood is on me to work at nights." 

" Pray do not consider me," she said. ** It 

will please me just as well to remain at home." 

'* At your age a woman requires amusement." 
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" I am not always amused by * amusements/ " 

said Alice, truthfully. 

Verschoyle closed the door. He did not 

feel like working at the moment, and he had 

nothing else to do, but her manner had driven 

him away from her. He went to his study, and 

dropped wearily into an arm-chair. 

" She does not care for me," he told himself. 

*' I have failed as I deserved to fail." 

He had played with fire, and burned himself 

to the heart. That the punishment of her 

rebuff was just, did not heal the wound which 

had so suddenly begun to bleed. 

" I have been blind," he said, **and I thought 

myself a clever man. I did not offer her love 

when I married her. I imagined that I could 

treat her as a toy, and play upon her emotions 

for my enlightenment. It was cruel. She has 

her revenge. Does she know it ? " 

The novelist had been first, the man second. 

He no longer wished to watch her, to cause 

her even a moment's pain by analyzing her 

symptoms. Passions were alive which had 

been sleeping for five years. Once more he 

found himself absorbed, to the exclusion of all 

else, in a woman, and that woman his wife. 

He had offered her the husk of himself in 
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return for her soul ; if she had come to him now 
and said : " Destroy your book, it pains me, 
and I love you," he would not have hesitated 
at the sacrifice. He was not a hard man, but 
he had not realized that he loved her. 

He leaned his forehead on his hand, and sat 
long, lost in meditation which was for the most 
part gloomy. Her behaviour puzzled him. If 
she had been consistently cold, he could have 
understood ; but although she had never shown 
more than liking for him, she had never shrunk 
from him before. This helped him to hope 
that it might merely be an irritable mood 
which had distressed him ; that the sudden 
distaste she had evinced was no more than the 
passing ill-temper of a young and nervous 
woman. Nobody was always bright ; and the 
equability of a placid temperament would have 
bored him to death. 

He would not make up his mind to be 
miserable until he had tried her again, at any 
rate, and he was too much in earnest to be sulky. 

By-and-by he returned to the drawing-room. 
She smiled at him and his heart leaped. 

" Do you think this leaf ought to be shaded 

in green or brown ? " she asked, with her 

friendliest air. 

178 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

He sat down on the end of the couch close to 
her, in order that he might be able to study the 
important question as it deserved. 

'* I am sure that it asks for green, Alice." 

" Oh, I hate fancy work ! " she said, throwing 
it down. " I believe I began it to punish my- 
self for ill-temper." 

" Have you been ill-tempered ? " 

'* Don't you know I have ? " 

She looked shy, charming. 

" I forgive you," he said, quickly, his -face 

lightening. '* I forgive you ; only " He 

held out his hand to her. 

She put hers into it with visible reluctance. 
He would not see the reluctance. He pulled 
her to him, and kissed her once more. 

This time she did not repulse him ; still less 
did she respond. His lips met lips which might 
have been a child's ; his burning eyes met eyes 
which merely flinched. He could buoy himself 
with false hopes no longer. Her apparent 
amiability conveyed an indifference more biting 
than a snub. 

*'She does not care," he thought again. 

" Oh, my punishment ! The man who seeks to 

play with souls is damned ! " 

He saw that he might embrace her as he 

179 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

chose, shower caresses upon her, and that she 
would yield without a murmur, because he was 
paying for what she sold ; but that more than 
he had bargained for she would not yield him ; 
the soul he had regarded as a plaything was 
beyond his reach. 

They went to the concert together on good 
terms. He assisted her with her cloak as usual, 
and handed her in and out of the brougham. 
Wh^n they returned he went to his study. He 
was unhappy, restless, excited — and emotion of 
any sort is more conducive to artistic effort than 
the apathy of content. He felt more like doing 
solid work to-night than he had felt during 
several weeks in which the flesh-pots of Egypt 
had unconsciously absorbed him. He turned 
to the discarded novel, and lost himself in the 
creation in his heroine of the passion he had 
failed to inspire in his wife. If it occurred to 
him that by thus returning to pure imagination 
he was acquiescing in the stultification of his 
marriage from the novelist s standpoint, he no 
longer cared. He loved her. Their relation- 
ship had found its only legitimate justification. 
He would have married her again to-morrow, 
even to torment himself as he had begun to do, 
with unsatisfied yearning for her love. 
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Verschoyle was suffering from the fatal mis- 
take of supposing that he could analyze his wife, 
whereas he only half understood her. The 
peculiar warp of her character was as natural, 
under the circumstances, as his lack of compre- 
hension. I f he had kissed her a week ago as 
he had done this afternoon, she would have 
thrown her arms round his neck. The flaming 
hair of Laura Standish dazzled her ; the jealous 
instincts she had inherited robbed her of her 
sanity. She no longer possessed either dis- 
crimination or confidence in the husband she 
loved. 

"He never used to caress me in this way," 
she remembered. "He does so now to mask 
his liaison with this woman ! " 

If she had been a repetition of her mother he 
would have been relieved at once ; she would 
have shown the unfounded jealousy he did not 
suspect, he would have reassu>ed her, and the 
episode would have ended with an embrace. 
He was deceived by the effects of the different 
circumstances, the different training the two 
women had received. The mother had been a 
pampered and spoilt only child ; the girl had 
been taught by adversity to exercise self-control. 
Where the mother would have stormed, [[the 
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daughter froze in silent reserve. Her quietness 
deceived him utterly, because it was so different 
from the potential passion visible in her face, 
from all his preconceived ideas concerning her. 

The next morning Alice saw a letter scented 
with violets and bearing a violet and gold mono- 
gram, waiting on the breakfast-table for her 
husband. She could imagine that Mrs. Stand- 
ish would perfume and gild her stationery. 

Verschoyle smiled as he picked up the letter, 
and he did not tear it up after reading it, like 
the others he had received. 

Nothing escaped Alice's notice. She spoke 
at last 

'* I think it so vulgar," she said, " to scent 
note-paper. Who is writing to you — a female 
adorer of your books ? " 

" N — no," said Anthony, *'not exactly." 

He began breakfast with an absent expres- 
sion on his face. 

If Alice could have read the note, it would 
scarcely have disarmed her. It was pitched 
in Laura's usual sentimental key, full of phrases 
of suggestive mystery to express what she might 
have expressed outright : 

" If I were a wise woman," she wrote, " I 

should not want to see you again after our last 
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meeting; but my heart was always stronger 
than my head, as you know, Tony. Let yester- 
day cease to exist in your memory as in mine. 
I shall look in to see your wife one day this 
week. — Yours, Laura." 

Verschoyle did not see much of Alice that day, 
and was not at all demonstrative. When they 
were together he seemed preoccupied, and she 
made wrong deductions, of course ; nevertheless 
she received Mrs. Standish civilly when she 
called. 

Anthony, without consulting his wife, asked 
Laura to luncheon. Subsequently Mrs. 
Standish expressed a longing to revisit Paris, 
and Verschoyle suggested that she should ac- 
company them thither as his guest for two or 
three days. 

Laura accepted with enthusiasm. 

"It is so good of you, Tony," she said. *' It 
is quite a charity to give a little pleasure to 
a pauper like me!" 

She was fond of calling herself a pauper, and 
did not care who heard her. There was no- 
thing, she knew, which people were more likely 
to disbelieve than such candour, whereas, if she 
pretended to be well off, some one would ferret 
out the truth at"once. 

183 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

" You do not object to Laura accompanying 
us to Paris, do you ? " asked Verschoyle after- 
wards of his wife. 

*' Not at all," she replied ; '* but I was not 
aware we were going to Paris." 

** I thought it would be a pleasant change," he 
said wearily. " I suggested it quite on the spur 
of the moment. Laura was evidently longing 
to go, and, left as she is, I feel that I must do 
something for her." 

They went to Paris, and the women hated 
each other, and Verschoyle was miserable. 
But they were all very gay, and Laura, who 
could make nothing of him, wondered whether 
he was a fool or deeper than he seemed. 

Then he came home and plunged into work 
for distraction. 

He wrote till the small hours with feverish 

eloquence. Alice did not love him ; this woman 

of his brain loved. He poured fire into her 

veins from the fire in his own, until she breathed 

and palpitated to life. He had never created 

a stronger character or situation. It was real. 

Ambition woke once more. His book should 

be the best that was in him. He would get 

something out of life. 

Laura took a furnished flat at Kensington; 
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and Alice did not ask where her husband went 
when he absented himself, so her active 
imagination had full play. She sat for hours 
brooding over a slight, fancied or otherwise, or 
an impertinence on the part of Laura. It cost 
her the greatest effort to receive this woman at 
all ; but she would not show that she cared. 
She was haunted by the fear that he would 
discover her secret and put it in his book. He 
told her nothing, but she felt sure he was en- 
gaged upon the book now, and a passion came 
upon her to find out what he was saying about 
her. 

One afternoon when she was at home alone 
she went into his study. A middle-aged woman 
plain, unattractive, in the shabby black which 
was once her own livery, occupied her old place 
of a morning now. 

Alice sat down at the table, and opened the 
drawer where he used to keep the manuscript 
of his book. It was there still, grown in bulk 
since her time. She took it out, half fearfully, 
and began to read. 
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CHAPTER XV 

The study was very quiet. Alice knew that 
she would hear her husband return, so she had 
no fear of being disturbed. She would not 
like him to catch her reading the manuscript. 
It would look as though she cared too much 
what he thought about her, and give him new 
material to utilize. 

He had made good progress sinte she had 
ceased to be his secretary, and it was the new 
part, naturally, which interested her the most. 

After the loss of the lover, who is George 
Wilson's prototype, the heroine sinks into a 
state of morbid despondency, whence she is 
rescued by the appearance of a new suitor — 
a man of mark this time, a brilliant young 
physician whose treatise on the subject of 
heredity had brought his name into promin- 
ence a year or two ago. He speedily becomes 

the materialization of her ideal, and marriage 
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follows — a marriage which appears to be a 
perfect union of souls, until the arrival upon 
the scene of the inevitable third person. 
Audrey Vauclose, one of the most accomplished 
actresses and attractive women of her time, 
takes a fancy to the husband and endeavours to 
alienate him from his wife. At first he resists 
temptation, he avoids the woman, he tries to 
escape from the web her fascinations are weaving 
round him. He has no strength for the struggle, 
however. He admits to Audrey one day that 
it was interest in his wife's antecedents which 
had impelled him to marry her, and confesses 
his guilty love at last, in a passionate letter 
which falls, by some mischance, into his wife's 
hands. 

It was this point that Verschoyle had reached, 
and the unfinished chapter stopped short at a 
description of the wife's emotions on discovering 
the contents of this letter. 

Alice laid the manuscript down. If she had 
been pale when she began to read, she looked 
like death now. 

The plot was simple enough ; it was no part 

of Verschoyle's intention to spoil so fine a 

subject by melodramatic treatment ; it would 

have been even commonplace but for the under- 
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current of tragedy dimly discernible throughout ; 
the continual harping upon the string of 
Destiny, which shapes all things human as in a 
mould whence there is no escape. There, at 
the outset, was the girl of morbid fancies and 
neurotic mind, the daughter of a woman who 
had killed a man for love : a girl of potential 
passions, of wild longings and emotions tamed 
by necessity. There, growing round her, were 
the circumstances most conducive to the 
development of that jealousy which was her 
heritage. 

Thus far the story had developed as though 
of itself, so inevitably did cause and effect follow 
each other. It was the work of a fatalist — 
of one who believed with the author of The 
Human Machine that a man is what he must 
be, and that he has no more power to will him- 
self virtuous than healthy or wise. 

Alice did not attempt to anticipate the 
climax. Her imagination was entirely absorbed 
by the situation portrayed. The wife, who 
had long suspected her husband's infidelity, now 
possessed proof, in his own handwriting, of his 
guilt. He had admitted to this woman that 
his marriage had been contracted as an experi- 
ment, and that he had never really loved till 
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now. The wife was forgotten in the passion of 
his life. 

A wave of heat surged over her slowly, and 
departed, leaving her as cold as ice. Anthony 
had begun by describing her. She recognized 
herself, with her faculty of introspection, in 
every mood. He had drawn her to the life — 
her views, her tone, her very phrases ; her own 
flesh and blood stared her in the face ; the 
nerves and muscles, heart and soul, of this 
miserable betrayed woman were her own. If 
so much was photography, why not all ? 

She knew now why she had been so desirous 
of reading this book, and why she had asked 
him no questions concerning it, but had con- 
cealed her curiosity, even from herself, until it 
could no longer be denied. She saw in it his 
confessional. As an artist, he was always 
sincere. She closed her eyes and heard him 
tell Laura Standish that he loved her. 

In her life there was no letter; the manu- 
script did as well. He had married her for an 
experiment, as the man in his book had married. 
No doubt Mrs. Standish, the Audrey Vauclose 
of the novel, knew as much by this time as he 
could tell her. 

" I am betrayed ! " she thought, and her eyes 
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gleamed and her hands clenched. '' I was right 
to hate that woman from the first ! " 

The caresses, the display of fondness, she 
had misconstrued, represented a double 
treachery now. He had kissed her with lips 
which were no longer solely hers ; he had 
soothed her with soft words, the man who came 
straight from her rivaFs side. 

^* He thinks me but a girl, who can be cheated 
with impunity," she told herself. "And that 
red-haired viper comes here and smiles at me ! 
Oh, I know — I know ! " 

She trembled with rage. The manuscript, 
which was warp and weft of her flesh, fascinated 
her like a snake. A desire to destroy it 
animated her — a desire to tear page from page, 
and rend it in fragments, which she could grind 
with her teeth and trample underfoot and scatter 
beyond recovery. She had hated this book 
almost from the beginning ; now she feared it as 
well. It knew too much, this live, dead thing — 
this symbol of her own soul in purgatory. 

Her fingers itched to begin the work of 

destruction. She rose, and locked the door. 

He might come, but she would not open till she 

was ready, and he could not force an entrance 

before it was too late. 
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There were matches on the table, and a piece 
of taper, with the sealing-wax. It would be 
safer to burn than to tear, but the pleasure 
would be less. . , . She stared at it 

The manuscript had cost him many, many- 
hours of labour, and it would be with the cry 
of a parent bereaved that he would discover his 
loss. It was not pity, however, which restrained 
her hand, A subtle prudence prevailed, by 
reminding her that with the destruction of his 
novel she would lose a secret source of inform- 
ation. Her violence, too, would show him the 
depth of her wound, and set him on his guard. 
She would outwit herself. It would be wiser to 
watch the mirror of his duplicity until she was 
able to confront him and this woman with 
irrefutable evidence of their guilt. 

** But he does not know that I love him," 
she reflected, in gloomy triumph, ** The love 
scenes are imaginary, at any rate. He cannot 
show his book to her and say : * She spoke to 
me so, she kissed me so. I held her heart in 
my hands, and made a sacrifice of it to you.' " 

Her lips fell apart ; she remained dreaming. 

His word-pictures drew themselves in air for 

her. She saw the doctor and his wife ; they 

had her face and Anthony's ; the passion ever 
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on the woman's side, mere fondness on the 
man's. She clung to him, and he caressed 
her, smiling, and turned away. 

** So might it have been with us," she mused, 
** only my folly was cured in time." 

There were voices and footsteps in the hall. 

She sprang up, hastily replaced the manu- 
script, and unlocked the door. 

Anthony had brought a friend home to 
dinner. She talked to the man awhile, and 
went away to dress. 

She was finishing, when her husband came 
into the room, and lingered beside her. 

" Do you want anything ? " she asked, 
brusquely. 

'* I seem to have seen so little of you to- 
day," he said. 

The wistfulness of his voice made her frown. 

'* What a terrible deprivation ! " 

" I believe you think I am too sentimental," 
he said, chagrined. 

''Oh, not at all! 'Sentimental' is by no 
means the word I should apply to you." 

"Give it a name, then. Tell me my 
crime ! 

He was painfully jocular. 

*' Not yet," said Alice, with a brilliant flash 
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of her dark eyes. ** Some day, perhaps. Do 
you like my new dress ? " 

"You look beautiful in everything, my love. 
The effect, indeed, is charming." 

** I knew you would be charmed," she said. 
**One may always rely upon you to say the 
right thing." 

Her neck and arms were bare ; he bent his 
head and kissed her throat. 

" My wife ! " 

Her bosom heaved under the lace. She 
would have kissed him back in a flush of 
emotion, but the memory of Laura Standish 
restrained her. The sudden colour faded from 
her cheeks. She fastened a brooch in her 
dress, and turned away. 

"What have you done with your guest, 
Anthony ? " 

He ground his teeth afterwards. Why was 
he such a fool as to lay himself open to these 
continual rebuffs ? Again he asked himself the 
old unanswered question : Did she mean to 
snub him, or was her manner merely the care- 
lessness of indifference ? He could not make 
out, also, whether she had changed towards 
him, or whether he was more sensitive to her 

treatment of him than he used to be. He 
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never sulked, supposing that she did not 
know she hurt him. The fault, he concluded, 
was in her lack of love for him, and it was 
useless to complain of what she could not 
help. Nevertheless, over dinner a previous 
idea recurred to him — the idea that she was 
not quite so happy as she used to be. She 
seemed to find it more difficult to laugh, and 
the animation which she had displayed in the 
first weeks of marriage was not so noticeable. 

He had a letter from Laura by the last post ; 
Alice recognized the handwriting as the butler 
brought it in on a tray. He put it in his 
pocket without opening it, and continued his 
conversation with the guest — a piece of indiffer- 
ence which struck her as mere ostentation, and 
aroused her scorn and ire. 

** I should find it easier to forgive him if 
he opened it eagerly," she thought. " I hate 
hypocrisy ! " 

When the guest went, Anthony accompanied 

him out into the hall, and remained there for 

several moments after the door shut. She 

emerged from the drawing-room suddenly to 

find him reading a letter, and her imagination 

detected embarrassment in his voice. 

'* Are you going to bed already, Alice ? " 
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*' No," she said, and fetched something from 
another room — a book she was reading. 

He followed her back to the drawing-room, 
and lingered as though he wished to talk ; but 
she took no notice of him, immersing herself 
in her book, and he shut himself in his study 
presently. 

As soon as he was gone she put the book 
down. 

** He is more careful with his letters than his 
hero," she said, between her teeth. " I only 
see the outside of hers. It is the third time 
this week that she has written to him." 

He had ceased almost erltirely to allude to 
Laura, supposing Alice to possess no interest in 
her whatever. It was her mood, of course, to 
regard his reticence as secrecy — secrecy and 
guilt — and the fever which heated her blood 
was heightened by its suppression. Nobody 
but herself could know the effort it cost her to 
sit still and feign composure before her husband 
and other people ; but again and again he had 
betrayed his impression that she did not care 
for him, and her warped imagination found lively 
cause for congratulation in his ignorance of the 
truth. 

It was a relief, under these circumstances, to 
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be alone. She rose, passing her hand across 
her brow, and began to pace to and fro. Some- 
times she remembered to wonder at herself for 
her indifference to the material comforts which 
had made her happy a little while ago. The 
refinements and luxuries of the home she had 
once envied her employer, no longer represented 
the acme of desire to the woman who had 
become his wife. Her heart was hungry ; and 
fine raiment, soft lying, rich living, could not 
feed it as they used to do. 

The contrast between past and present struck 
her to-night, and the thought came to her that 
she had been happier at Mrs. Wilson's board- 
ing-house than she was now. General dissatis- 
faction had been succeeded by an anguish which 
was devouring her like vitriol, corroding the 
healthy impulses of her nature, eating away 
body and soul. She was so possessed by the 
one idea that she could see nothing as it really 
was. Her prejudiced view distorted all her 
husband said or did, found double meanings in 
his simplest words, and tore herself to pieces 
in jealousy as unfounded as it was possible to 
be. She loved him. No humiliated pride 
could help her to persuade herself that she did 

not care. She wanted him at her feet ; she 

196 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

wanted him as much hers as though all other 
women were dead. He should not look at any 
save her ; she would have chained his eyes, his 
hands, his very thoughts to hers. It was not 
in her blood to be reasonable in a matter which 
affected her so deeply ; she was not of milk- 
and-water breed. 

Her brain swam when she had been exciting 
herself a little while. She tried to leave off 
thinking, but could not succeed. She tortured 
herself by imagining how different everything 
would be if he loved her as she loved him ; her 
brow clouded and her breath quickened with 
memories of Laura Standish. By-and-by, be- 
cause her emotions varied with the moments, 
she stole, from excess of longing, to his door. 

She leaned against the wall outside. The 
servants had gone to bed. She fancied she 
could hear the scratching of his pen ; once, 
certainly, she heard him sigh. Was he unhappy 
too ? She longed to rush in and throw herself 
at his feet, and beg him to forget that she was 
only his wife, and love her as he loved the 
other woman. 

The creak of a board frightened her away. 

She fled back to the drawing-room like a 

mouse, her heart beating violently, her eyes 
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scared. He did not remember how late it 
was ; he was absorbed in the book she hated, 
and did not think of her. 

There was a fresh grievance to nourish 
henceforward. She told herself that neglect 
was the natural outcome of indifference. She 
was outside his true life. Although she was 
his wife, she dwelt alone while he divided his 
real self between Laura Standish and his book. 
Her spirit and his had never held that com- 
munion, without which their legal union was 
not a sacrament, but a curse. 

She pushed her black hair from her brow 
with tremulous hands. 

" O God ! that I were dead,*' she wailed. 

But if she were dead there would be nothing 
to prevent his dwelling in peace with her 
enemy ; and she could not bear to think of 
that. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

Mrs. Standish's last note was full of woes 
as usual. The landlord of the furnished flat 
she had taken had failed to fulfil his agreement 
in some trifling particular which worried her ; 
would Anthony **come round " ? 

It was nothing but an excuse to send for 
him, of course, and he had never the heart to 
decline. She was aware by this time, he pre- 
sumed, that he did not care for her. If she 
did not feel humiliated by his society, and 
insisted upon it, he need not feel reproached 
by her regret. 

He found her in a becoming wrapper at 
four in the afternoon. She was not well, she 
said. A pipe leaked through her bedroom 
ceiling, and she was not going to repair other 
people's ceilings, or die of pneumonia. An- 
thony suggested that the leakage probably 

concerned the office of the mansions, and not 
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her landlord, and promised to interview the 
manager as he went down-stairs. 

*' How practical you are," she sighed. ** It is 
such a boon to have a man about. How is 
your wife ? " 

" Very well — at least, I think so.*' 
'* She hasn't been to see me," said Laura. 
"No doubt she will pay you a visit soon." 
"Are you really wrapped up in her ? " she 
asked. "You are turned into such a reticent, 
self-contained, queer sort of fellow, that one 
can't tell." 

" I am very fond of her," he said. " You 
may believe it." 

" As fond as you once were of me ? " 
" My dear Laura, what a leading question ! " 
" I can't quite make either of you out," she 
said. 

" Pray don't try," he implored. 
" I can't help it. I am so interested in you. 
It is legitimate to be interested in one's cousin, 
is it not ? Let us be quite proper ! " 

He sat silent and annoyed. It was the first 
time that she had openly reverted to the for- 
bidden topic, although her manner was always 
plaintively, affectedly sentimental when they 
were alone. 
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*' I don't want to frighten you away again/ 
she said, ** and I didn't mean to say anything, 
but it slipped out unawares, so I may as well 
be hanged for a sheep as a lamb. That s vulgar, 
isn't it, and you are shuddering? I wz// ask 
my second question : does ske care for you ? " 

He remained gazing at her like a basilisk. 

*' Are you stricken ? " she cried, with sudden 
passion. ** Speak — speak! You shall! I 
swear that you shall not leave me till you do. 
Does she love you ? " 

" No ! " he said, in a jerk. 

A soft sigh broke from the woman's lips, 
and she hugged herself, rocking gently in her 
chair. 

" I knew it ! *' she said. ** I have seen for 
some time that you were not happy. You love 
her and she does not love you. It is like retri- 
bution. Oh, you fool, Anthony, to let a girl 
play with you ! " 

** Do you want to make me sorry that I told 
you ? " he asked. 

** No, but I would have you see your folly." 

**A man is as he is made," he said, rather 
sulkily. ** She pleases me." 

" The old nonsense ! You have not out- 
grown that, then ! " 
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*' She pleases me/' he reiterated 

*' And you let her see it ! " 

" Perhaps I do/' 

'* Folly ! folly ! " she burst out " You had 
some pride once." 

** I have a little now ; but what is a man 
to do?" 

His tone was of despair. 

She moaned, and began to weep, to his 
horror, and relieve herself with incoherent 
murmurs. 

"You have trodden on me, humiliated me, 
and now it's your turn. But I forgive you. I 
am sorry you are unhappy. It does seem hard : 
it's hard on me." 

'* I wish you wouldn't cry/' he said, hoarsely. 

" I would have made you happy." 

" It's too late to think that." 

"I should like to tell her a few things that 
would do her good." 

"No, no! you mustn't interfere," he said. 
'* You can't help me — nobody can. I must go 
through this alone. But I am grateful for your 
sympathy, Laura!" 

" It isn't sympathy," she said, " it's — it's 
aggravation at the ' cussedness ' of fate. You 
deserve what you've got — yes, you do ! You've 
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broken my heart and your own as well. You 
are as lonely as I am. It's cheerful, isn't it ? 
I hope you like it ! " 

" We shall get used to it," he said, gloomily. 
" Don't taunt me ; one can't undo what's done." 

The door opened. 

"Mrs. Anthony Verschoyle." 

Mrs. Standish rose from her tragic pose on 
the couch as Alice entered the room. The 
two women measured each other with a glance ; 
Alice was smiling. 

" Oh, are you here, Anthony ? " she said. 
"I thought I might find you." 

He was in a rage. He had been caught in 
a questionable position, which was none of his 
making, and however little Alice cared for him, 
she would surely demand an explanation. 

Her face had flushed a little, and as he 
watched her his anger left him. Was she 
stirred ? If she were only wounded deep 
enough to feel, he would forgive his folly for 
allowing Laura to make him a scene. 

It struck him that he had rarely seen her 
look so well. The colour in her cheeks be- 
came her ; her toilet was perfect ; there was a 
fineness about her carriage, in the pose of her 

head ; her black eyes were full of fire. 
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Laura was shaken. Usually she was equal 
to any occasion, but for once she could neither 
command her features nor her voice. 

Alice took no notice, however. She sank 
into a chair, and opened the conversation 
herself. 

" I should have called before," she said, "but 
I thought you would not want any one till 
you had quite settled yourself in your new 
abode." 

** I had so much trouble to find it," murmured 
Laura, recovering herself. " House-agents are 
so tiresome. They send one all over London 
after the most impossible places." 

" It is a pretty flat," said Alice. " I consider 
that you have done very well. Have you taken 
it for a long period ? " 

** Only for six months," said Mrs. Standish. 
"One never knows what is going to happen. 
I have the option of renewing for another six. 
I am sure your husband must be glad that I am 
settled at last. He has been so kind, and has 
taken so much trouble to help me. I don't 
know what I should have done without him." 

She had recovered her self-control, although 

she was still uneasy. She was not the sort of 

woman who finds it possible to admire a rival, 
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and Alice was of a type for which she had no 
sympathy or comprehension ; but she could 
not believe that anybody could be such a fool 
as to overlook her agitation. Poor fellow! 
what would he say when his wife took him 
home ? She was very worried about it. Alice 
had been blind, apparently, until this moment, 
but if this contretemps had awakened her she 
would take more care of her husband in future. 
It was evident that she did not intend to make 
a row, however, and it was necessary for the 
hostess to play her part as well. 

She ordered tea, and talked about the last 
new play, which she had seen sub rosd, in spite 
of her mourning ; and the morose Anthony, 
lost in admiration of women's powers of dis- 
simulation, came out of his shell and joined the 
conversation. 

Alice remained the usual twenty minutes and 
five longer. She rose, Anthony also. 

" So delighted to have seen you both," sim- 
pered Laura. " Anthony is going to worry the 
estate office to attend to a leakage which is 
spoiling my bedroom ceiling. You won't for- 
get, will you, Anthony } I am so sorry to have 
troubled you over such a trifle, but I was always 

a helpless, impractical creature, you know, and 
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you are the only male in our small family. I 
shall certainly have to find another husband at 
once, if it is only to save you the worry of 
looking after me!" 

Anthony smiled faintly ; he felt that her 
fluency was forced. Alice did not attempt to 
smile: she simply stared at the other woman 
with her big grave eyes. 

" Come and see me again soon, won't you ? " 
said Mrs. Stand ish to Alice. 

" I shall be very pleased. I suppose you will 
start a * day ' now ? " 

" Yes, I will send you and Tony a card. But 
I am always at home to ' the family * ! " 

Anthony had pitied her, softened towards her 
before Alice came in. He hated her now. Did 
she think his wife was a fool ? The palpable 
insincerity of such gush made him sick. Before 
him, too. Decency might have kept her quiet. 
If she had remained awkward he would have 
had far more respect for her. 

What was Alice going to say ? His emotions 
were mixed as he accompanied her down in the 
lift. If she demanded an explanation of Laura's 
tears, it would give him an opportunity of assur- 
ing her that he loved her alone. On the other 

hand, it would force him to give Laura away, 
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which would be an unpleasant thing for a 
gentleman to do, or to tell a feeble lie which 
she would not believe. He looked as per- 
plexed meanwhile as though he had really 
something to conceal. 

Alice averted the necessity of a decision. 
She did not allude to the matter. She asked 
nothing at all. 

At first he could not believe that any 
woman could show such a lack of curiosity. 
He supposed she was waiting till they 
reached home to begin. But the rest of the 
afternoon passed in silence, and the whole of 
the evening. 

He began to think that he must be invisible, 
she treated his conduct with such profound 
contempt. He had never felt of less import- 
ance in the scheme of creation. 

As she would not speak, he did at last. He 
was bursting to hear her opinion. 

" Were you surprised,** he asked, " to find me 
at Laura's this afternoon ? " 

" Oh, not at all," she said. 

** She is very excitable," he added, watching 
her. 

"Indeed!" 

He could make no headway against such a 
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lack of interest, and the bitterness it aroused in 
him found expression, when he was alone, in 
an exclamation of despair. 

** She cares no more for me than for a toad. 
It's hard, my God, it s hard ! " 
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It was questionable whether Alice had any 
plans beyond her determination to conceal her 
jealousy and hold her tongue until the proofs 
of her husband's infidelity were in her hands. 

He should not be able to laugh at her. She 
would not make herself food for humour between 
him and Mrs. Standish. When she spoke at 
la§t, they should feel something very different 
from amusement 

As the days passed they drifted even farther 
apart. Anthony was as proud in his way as 
she was in hers, and the sting of her indiffer- 
ence could not but have the worst effect upon 
him. He had tried to gain her love by every 
means in his power, and failed. Henceforward 
he would no longer exert himself to please her. 
He had made as many advances as could be 
expected of any man. 

When he was not in his study — and he worked 

feverishly hard under the sting of pain — he was 
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at his club. The husband and wife began to 
see very little of each other. Formerly he had 
never gone out in the evening without her ; now 
he took to absenting himself and returning 
home in the small hours. If she had shown 
the least desire for his company, if she had only 
raised a beckoning finger, he would have come 
back to her, but her perverse mind only noted 
his defalcations without comment — storing up 
grievance upon grievance, and attributing his 
actions in every case to the other woman. 

One afternoon she laid a little trap for him 
in order to test his truthfulness, and questioned 
him with a smile when he returned to dinner. 

''Where have you been all the afternoon, 
Anthony ? " 

'' At the club," he said. 

She smiled still. 

" You weren*t there at four o'clock ! " 

" How do you know ? " he asked in surprise. 

** I called to take you for a little drive." 

He flushed with pleasure, and she miscon- 
strued the sign of emotion. 

*' That was kind of you, dear ; I forgot for 
the moment that I had gone round to the 
Albany to see a man." 

** What man .^" 
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" You don't know him. I am sorry I missed 
you, Alice/' 

'* Never mind," she said ; ** I dare say you had 
a pleasant time." 

A couple of weeks ago, when the hot wave 
was still on him, he would have hastened to 
assure her that nothing could give him as much 
pleasure as her society ; but she had damped 
the fire by continual application of cold water, 
and he made no reply. 

Later he told her that he had been asked to 
put money into a new daily paper. He could 
afford the risk, and felt inclined to take it for 
the sake of airing his views to a wider public 
than his books were likely to reach. 

Alice forgot herself momentarily, and looked 
up with interest and animation. She had had 
so many ambitions for him once, and her high 
opinion of his intellect survived. 

" I should accept," she said ; " I am sure 
nothing you were interested in would fail." 

**You flatter me, my dear," he said, with a 
short laugh ; *M can put my finger on a grand 
failure or two." 

She did not understand him, but her interest 
had already gone to join the other interests she 
took such trouble to conceal. 
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** I am inclined to go in/* he said, '*if only 
for Laura's sake." 

*' How can it concern Mrs. Standish ? " 

" I am really anxious to bring some grist to 
her mill," he said. " She won't let me help her, 
and she is spending her capital, which won't 
last for ever. I thought I might pitchfork her 
into the fashion column ; she knows all about 
frocks, and she always had the knack of writing 
a smart letter." 

To an unprejudiced woman his candour 
would have dissipated the least suspicion. 
Alice only took into consideration the fact that 
he was proposing to invest money, probably 
several thousands, in a newspaper, in order to 
enable Mrs. Standish to earn two or three 
pounds a week. Her blood boiled in private 
over this revelation of his infamous attach- 
ment to " that woman," and she spent a miser- 
able evening at a party, where she had to simper 
as though she were enjoying herself. 

Anthony decided to join the newspaper 
syndicate, and told her so the next morning ; 
but she did not flatter herself that her advice 
had had any weight. No doubt, he had spoken 
to Mrs. Standish about it before it was men- 
tioned to her. 
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He was away on business most of the day, 
and she felt disinclined to go out. It was fine, 
but her humour was ill-attuned to sunshine. 
She moped indoors, encouraging a nervous 
headache, too inert to move. 

Anthony did not return to dinner, and his 
absence made her wretched, although she 
always pretended not to care. It was lonely 
without him. There was nothing to do but 
think, which was bad for her. She wondered 
how he was getting on with the book. This 
was a good opportunity for reading the 
manuscript up to date. It was not likely 
that he would be home yet, as he had dined 
out. 

She went to the study and turned up the 
lights. His writing-table drawers were locked. 
She had never known him to lock them 
before. 

She sat down in his chair to puzzle that out. 
Whose curiosity did he wish to baulk — hers ? 
It could not be that he was trying to keep the 
progress of his book a secret from her, because 
she would read it, with the rest of the world, 
when it was published. Were there incriminat- 
ing letters in the desk ? It was strange that he 

should begin to lock things up. 
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A morbid fascination held her to the spot, 
but curiosity would not open the drawers, and 
if she asked Anthony questions he would know 
that she had been prying. 

She flushed presently. It was improbable 
that the locks were particularly good, and she 
had a bunch of keys in her pocket. She 
snatched them out, and tried them one after 
another till one fitted. Then she stopped, and 
sat with her hands idle in her lap, breathing 
quickly. What would he think of her ? That 
did not matter ; he would not know. What 
would she think of herself afterwards ? A 
feeling of shame crept over her even now, 
which curiosity fought with the usual argu- 
ments. She was his wife ; he ought to have no 
secrets from her. 

She turned the key in the lock. 

Still she could not bring herself to search the 
drawer for letters ; she only took out the manu- 
script, which she had a right to read, surely ? 
It would be public property soon. 

Her heart was beating fast. She forgot to 

wonder why the drawers were locked. Her 

hand trembled as she turned over the pages 

in search of the place where she had left off 

last time. 
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Before she had read a dozen paragraphs the 
old sensations returned : the anger which had 
brought such a glow to her cheeks, the fierce 
resentment. His word-painting was so vivid 
that it stirred her even more than her own 
thoughts ; the keenness of his insight and 
imagination exceeded her knowledge of herself. 
She could not have described the passion which 
consumed her half as well as he who did not 
feel it. 

" That is true, and that," she told herself. 
" Oh, how true it is ! " 

There were even revelations, which she 
stopped a moment to consider, and always to 
admit ; there were other moments when her 
heart leapt with his brain at some inevitable 
conclusion or apt phrase whose vitality sent a 
thrill of pleasure through the pain, and in the 
midst set her dreaming. How a man with 
such a fund of sympathy and comprehension 
might have filled her life if only he had cared ! 

She read on. 

The unhappy wife, consumed by jealousy, is 

struck by the resemblance between her own 

fate and her mothers. The inevitable thought 

has come. The mother killed the husband who 

betrayed her ; the daughter's hand clasps a 
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knife. It is her mother's face she seems to 
see in the glass before her ; her mother s eyes, 
feverish and wild, her mother's bloodless, twitch- 
ing lips. " The sins of the fathers." . . . The 
old, old phrase mingles in her ears with the 
tolling of a prison bell for execution. The 
child of the murderess, bred in the shadow of 
the gallows, feels the irresistible hand of des- 
tiny upon her, impelling her to crime. She 
knows now why she has been set apart ; why, 
at the happiest moment of her life, a chill has 
touched her ; why she has never been able to 
escape from the gloom of her childhood. Her 
mother's nature is in her, her mother's flesh 
and blood. As in a looking-glass she sees 
history repeat itself. It is her fate, pre-ordained 
from birth, to kill the man she loves. 

Alice raised her eyes from the manuscript. 
She was crimson ; her eyes, which burned like 
coals, looked sunken ; she felt hot, and her 
breath came quickly, and the rushing blood 
deafened her. 

She gazed before her at the writing on the 
wall. 

" The sins of the fathers," she murmured. 

She was paler now than she had formerly 

been red. The ebbing colour left her cheeks 
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ashen, almost livid. She put the manuscript 
on the table, and leaned her elbows on it, and 
her chin upon her hands. What pictures passed 
before her eyes then, what ideas through her 
head, God only knows ; but she and the crea- 
tion of his pen were merged in one, and this 
morbid, maddened thing of fancy, who was 
born of her flesh, laid hands upon her, and 
claimed her soul. 

Amidst the countless emotions which seethed 
within her, silent, deadly, like a furnace at 
white-heat, was wonder — ^wonder that he should 
have dared to write as he had done. She was 
his wife ; he was the man ; the other woman, 
who stood, mocking, gibing by, had the red 
hair and blue eyes she hated. Those sly, 
appealing blue eyes ; the white hands too, long, 
thin, with the pointed nails ; the undulating 
figure. How dared he write it! How dared 
he confess so much, name his punishment, slay 
himself! With what aesthetic humour must he 
be moved as he shrived himself to the world ! 
She fancied his mood as it had never been : 
laughed presently as he had never laughed, 
with the lips stretched wide over white teeth, 
of a snarling dog. She seemed to divine his 

inmost mood : the sentimental dalliance, the 
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graceful regrets, the eternal inquisitiveness 
which made him fall to for ever pulling his 
soul to pieces as he was pulling hers. It was 
easy to imagine how the temptation to write 
truth had conquered prudence : always the 
artist first. But the end ; how would he 
manage the end ? 

The girl realized the trend of her thoughts 
with a low cry, and covered her face. 

*' O my God ! what am I thinking about ? " 

A fit of shuddering seized her. She became 
afraid of the solitude, the silence, the night. 
This woman, who flamed across these pages, 
terrified her. It was as though she saw herself 
in Hell. She would not touch the manuscript 
again or look at it. It was a thing of evil, 
polluting her mind with ideas she dare not 
harbour. How she wished that she had not 
opened that locked drawer! She no longer 
thought of seeking an illicit correspondence. 
She had found enough to occupy her mind for 
many days. In future she would have a horror 
of this room. 

She left it now, after replacing the manu- 
script and re-locking the drawer, with a leaden 
weight on her chest, a sensation within her as 
though her heart were sinking through her 
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body. Eve was paying for her curiosity. She 
had eaten the forbidden fruit, and her punish- 
ment had begun. 

'* I should think that he kept it from me 
purposely," she mused, '* only that he does not 
know I suspect him." 

She knew how he was going to end the 
book ; the inevitable trend of events was clear 
to her now — unless he intended to make the 
wretched girl conquer the hereditary taint, and 
rise above the fate mapped out for her. She 
did not believe this, however. The morbid 
tone of the story had gripped her, and would 
not let her go ; it coiled about her : she suffo- 
cated with the love, hatred, anguish, and terror 
of this likeness of herself. 

Perhaps the desire she had felt last time to 
burn the book had been the instinct of self- 
preservation. She knew that it was too late 
now. The d^nonement had presented itself to 
her ; she might destroy the thing, but it would 
live for ever in her memory. 

She went back to the drawing-room to wait 
for Anthony. It was a still night, oppressive, 
close ; perhaps a storm was brewing. Elec- 
tricity in the atmosphere always affected her. 
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The girl felt queer. She sank down on the 
couch and rested her head on the cushion. 
Her mother seemed to be speaking to her; 
she went over that painful time as she remem- 
bered it — as the child had remembered it — and 
the old hideous impressions mingled with those 
she had acquired to-night. 

"Anthony, Anthony, if you only loved me," 
she murmured, brokenly. 

She hugged the cushion for relief, and bit 
into the silk and down. She wanted him. She 
was alone, with thoughts that frightened her ; 
if she could have thrown herself into his arms 
and told him how she loved him ! 

She had always looked upon him as a good 
man, honourable, kind, affectionate, until Laura 
Standish came along. Surely, if he knew the 
pain he was causing her, he would make some 
sacrifice to mitigate it ? She felt almost des- 
perate enough to appeal to him ; perhaps had 
he been here she woujd have done so, and 
their misunderstanding would have been over. 
Her ear strained for the sound of his return. 
Half-a-dozen times she strolled out to the hall, 
fancying she heard his latch-key in the lock. 

The servants had gone to bed already, and 
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her sense of loneliness increased. She had no 
pride just now, only a great longing which was 
more than she could bear, and the mood to 
forget her grievance, and plead to him for what 
was her right. If he had come in just then, 
nothing could have prevented her from opening 
her heart to him. But he did not come. She 
waited and waited vainly through the small 
hours even to the dawn. 

It was five o'clock when she went to bed at 
last. The sunken eyes which confronted her 
from her toilet-glass looked deep enough to be 
the grave of her passion for him ; where there 
had been the divine humility of an almost 
divine love, was the burning of an anger 
unspeakable. 

So her mother had waited. She could re- 
member a night— one of the few among the 
recollections df her early childhood — when she 
had been awakened by the light of a candle 
beside her bed, and 'the sound of a woman 
wildly weeping. 

She did not want to cry herself ; tears would 
only have touched the surface of her trouble. 
It would have given her far more satisfaction 
to scream, and dash her head against the wall, 
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and bite her hands till they bled. It was only 
with the greatest effort, indeed, that she con- 
trived to conquer herself, and undress quietly, 
and get into bed. 

She had not slept when the maid brought 
her tea at eight o'clock. 
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Her head was burning when she rose again, 
her eyes were bloodshot ; she looked haggard, 
almost plain. She could have slept now, but if 
Anthony came home and found her in bed, he 
would guess yrhat a tragedy she had made of 
his absence. 

Her temper had changed long before she 
rose. Once more her lips were locked, and 
she would have died sooner than tell him that 
her heart was breaking. 

When she entered the breakfast-room, and 

found him there quietly reading the newspaper 

as though nothing had happened, she trembled 

from head to foot with anger, and her white 

face flushed. His smiling composure was the 

deepest stab he could inflict — the last insult 

surely to her anguish of the night ! She had 

suffered, and he smiled. They had never been 

farther apart than at this moment, when she 

hated him even more than she loved him. 
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** Good-morning," he said. 

If he had kissed her she would have slapped 
his face. Her own was too much of a revel- 
ation to bear the light. She stood with her 
back to the window, her stiff eyes avoiding his. 

** Oh, good-morning," she said, sarcastically. 
** You have come back ! " 

Her voice made him cease smiling, and stare 
at her averted cheek. 

'* You had my message, Alice ? " 

*' What message ? " 

"You did not receive a note from me last 
night ? " 

" No." 

*' That is too bad!" His tone sounded like 
genuine vexation. *' I sent a note to you by a 
hansom at about twelve o'clock to say that I 
should not be back." 

** Indeed. Where were you ? " 

** I stayed in Fleet Street. We were talking 
shop all night — half-a-dozen of us ! " He forgot 
his annoyance, and spoke brightly. ** Our rag 
is to startle London. Poor old Clitheroe, he 
has the hopefulness of eighteen. His excite- 
ment leavened us all, *pon my word ! " 

Alice did not speak. A smile as bitter as 

the greeting she had given him curled her 
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lips. She went to the table to pour out the 
coffee. 

Anthony's gaze followed her in some per- 
plexity, and a little pain. He was trying not 
to notice her utter lack of sympathy, but it 
hurt sometimes beyond passive endurance. 

He approached her slowly, stood beside her. 

**You are not annoyed with me, are you, 
dear ? The fellows begged me to stay." 

"It doesn't matter." 

" I hope you didn't wait up ? " 

'* I waited — a little while." 

"I'm so sorry. That beast of a cabman! 
I wish I had his number. I believe you are 
angry." 

She did not answer, but remained staring 
fixedly at the table-cloth. The mask had 
dropped a little. He put his hand on her 
shoulder, with an inarticulate sound. 

" Alice, speak to me ! My dear girl, you are 
too sensible, surely ? " 

He bent to kiss her. 

That aroused her. She reared her head, and 
looked him in the eyes with eyes that frightened 
him. 

" Don't touch me," she said, drawing a deep 

breath. " Don't dare to kiss me ! I am not a 
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doll, to be picked up, played with, dropped. I 
know that you bought me — we both know that 
— but I have some self-respect, and there are 
things which can't be borne," 

He was plainly bewildered and offended. 

" I can't imagine what you mean," he said. 
"Was it a crime to stay out a night on 
business ? " 

She wanted to rave at him; a torrent of 
words rushed to her lips, but she choked them 
back with a supreme effort which set every 
nerve of her quivering, and seemed to strain 
the sinews of her heart. 

•* Take no notice of me," she said, hurriedly, 
a little piteously, pressing her hands together. 
" I am not very well, Anthony, that is all." 

He was kind again at once. 

"You are not well, dear.^ I am sorry. 
What ails you ? " 

" Nothing of importance," she murmured. " I 
shall be myself again by-and-by." 

Her forehead was damp; she licked the 
moisture from her upper lip. 

" Indeed, it is nothing," she added. " I — I 

— ^your coffee is getting cold, Anthony. Tell 

me about the newspaper." 

He went back to his chair, not quite satisfied 
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yet about her. She had softened, however. 
That outburst of incomprehensible passion had 
spent itself already, and she spoke subduedly, 
with a little tremulousness which touched him. 
He wondered whether he had left her too much 
alone. If she had given him the least encourage- 
ment he would have made a fresh advance to 
her, but her irritability just now — ^it had been 
more than irritability— had set him thinking. 
She had spoken as though she hated the man 
who had bribed her to become his wife with a 
motive so different from love. Had it come to 
this between them — that she regretted her 
bargain so passionately? She had seemed 
happy at first, but he could no longer flatter 
himself that she was happy. The marriage, it 
seemed, was a failure all round. 

She aroused him from a painful reverie. 

** Anthony, don't you believe in free-will?'' 

He looked at her curiously, and did not 
answer at once. 

"No, I do not," he said. "Why do you 
ask?" 

"It occurred to me. Why don't you believe 
in it ? " 

*' A man is made. He does not make him- 
self." 
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*' Everything is heredity, then ? '* 

** Not everything ; and you must not misapply 
that much-misunderstood word. You may have 
a nose which is neither your father's nor your 
mother's, but a combination of both, perhaps 
leavened by an ancestor you have never seen. 
You need not resemble either of your parents 
apparently. The blend may result in new con- 
volutions of the brain, in old ones defined or 
strengthened, which make you — the child of 
ordinary people — a genius, an idiot, or a mur- 
derer, but none the less the slave of your birth." 
He hesitated after the word "murderer" had 
escaped his lips. "And heredity is modified 
again by climate, environment, circumstances," 
he added. " In fact, one knows nothing ! It 
is as impossible to determine how the child of 
certain parents will turn out, as it is impossible 
to foreshadow the events of a hundred years 
hence. The fabric Zola built is a magnificent 
castle of cards." 

*' Nevertheless, you yourself are writing a 
book about heredity," she said. 

"You are wrong," he said, quickly. "You 

do not understand my motif. I have no faith 

in heredity according to the common, shallow 

acceptance of the term ; the heredity, that is to 
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say, of direct, unmodified transmission of traits, 
except incidentally. My argument is that of a 
young girl, rendered morbid by awful memories 
and brooding over a disgrace which separates 
her mentally from her kind. Resembling her 
mother in appearance, she feels herself to be 
more and more her mother s child, as circum- 
stances, similar to those which terminated her 
mother's career, gradually surround her. Given 
a highly-strung temperament, a vivid imagin- 
ation, and you have all the ingredients of a 
tragedy." 

*' Your story is to end with a tragedy, then ? " 

** It must," he smiled. ** There is no help 
for it r ' 

" I wonder you weren't afraid to marry me," 
she said. 

'* You ! " he said, quietly. ** Who was talking 
oiyouf' 

** I am the woman in your book ; we both 
know that!" 

"To a certain extent she is you, but only 

to a certain extent. Marriage has killed your 

potential passion instead of developing it as I 

hoped. The scenes with the first man are 

modelled upon your scenes with George Wilson. 

Those between husband and wife I have had to 
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invent You do not love me, you are not 
jealous. I can no longer imagine you animated 
by your mother's passion." 

** Can you not ? " she said, and smiled. " I 
am sorry to be a disappointment to you!" 

** In some ways, perhaps, I should have 
written more convincingly if I had never known 
you ; but I am not sorry that we met" 

" How kind of you to say so," she said. 

He looked at her yearningly ; she would not 
respond. The love scenes he had written had 
seemed real enough to her. She had seen 
Mrs. Standish in the rSle. 

" Although," he added, ** I should have been 
better pleased if I had not failed in my attempts 
to win your love." 

" Yes, I should have been much more help 
to you, of course. It seems a pity. But you 
are so clever. I have no doubt that the book 
will be very good." 

He was angry. Her smile, a certain flip- 
pancy, jarred on his earnestness. He gave her 
a look which silenced her, went out of the room 
and banged the door. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

They were engaged to lunch out, but at the 
last moment Alice declined to go, asserting that 
she was not well. He thought she was sulky, 
and was annoyed : if she had missed an ordin- 
ary engagement it would not have mattered to 
him, but his publisher was to have been their 
host to-day, and Verschoyle was a good man of 
business. It was a fact, however, that she was 
unwell. There was the most natural cause in 
the world for her being out of sorts, nervous, 
unreasonable. She had known her condition 
for some time, but she locked her lips with 
the jealousy of resentment upon her secret, 
and would not tell him what ailed her; and 
there is one thing which seems to occur to 
a man so slowly. He would have to know 
some day — ^unless the end of the book came 
true. 

She had begun to drop her ordinary occu- 
pations, her reading, her picture-galleries, her 
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concerts, her friends. She no longer cared for 
anything, and it had become too much of a 
trouble to pretend that she did. Even her 
dress showed signs of n^lect Her time was 
passed in nourishing the baseless jealousy which 
had undermined her life. 

Meanwhile Verschoyle left her more and 
more, to herself. The newspaper and the com- 
pletion of his book kept his time fairly full. 
He sought refuge in almost ceaseless work 
because she would not encourage him to re- 
main with her, but she did not know that. 
She only read what he wrote day by day when 
he was out, pressing the dagger deeper and 
deeper into her breast, and watched Laura's 
scented notes arrive. 

He asked her to invite the woman to dinner, 
and she obeyed, but the insult of Laura's pre- 
sence at her table inspired her with a fury which 
racked her frame. For once she failed to con- 
trol herself, and her bitterness and sarcasm 
brought down a cold reproof from Anthony, 
thus forced to become Laura's partisan before 
his wife's face. Afterwards he reproached her 
with an anger which seemed just to him, an 
outrage to her. 

" May I remind you," he said, " that this lady 
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is my relative, and that I will not have any 
guest insulted by my wife in my own house ? " 

" Why should I pretend that I like her, and 
believe the foolish lies she tells for her own 
aggrandizement ? " retorted Alice, passionately. 
** She would have you think that she is satiated 
with admiration, and that half the men in London 
are at her feet. It is absurd." 

** I do not see it," he said, rendered obstinate 
by her opposition. " Undoubtedly she is a 
beautiful and attractive woman." 

'* I know what she is," replied Alice, white to 
the lips. ** One has only to look at her face ! " 

*' What do you mean ? " asked the man, icily. 

** It is infamous that I should be forced to 
entertain her. Next time she walks in I walk 
out." 

He gazed at her in the silence of intense 
anger, his nostrils contracted, his pupils reduced 
to pin-points. 

"You will do nothing of the sort! She is 
the only relative I possess, and she will always 
be welcome here. What is the matter with you 
to-night ? It seems to me that you have the 
devil in you. Your temper altogether has been 
peculiar of late." 

" Don't you like it .1^ " 

233 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

" No," he said, " I don't like it" 

She laughed. 

** What do you propose to do ? " 

•' At the present moment I should like to box 
your ears." 

" Don't touch me," she said, gasping. " Don't 
you dare to touch me ! " 

" Oh, ' dare ' is a rash word to use," he said. 
" You are not the only one of us with a temper. 
Do you hate me ? Is that what is the matter 
with you ? " 

** Yes," she said, with a white light of passion 
on her face. ** I hate you ! now you know ! " 

He sat quiet for thirty seconds. His self- 
control had returned, and a consciousness of 
misery with it. He could not imagine that she 
considered herself badly treated. He thought, 
as she intended he should think, that the in- 
difference of their early acquaintance had turned 
to dislike. 

He leaned his cheek upon his hand. 

" I am glad to know," he responded, hoarsely. 
'* It is best to have an understanding. We will 
admit that our marriage was a mistake. I was 
the biggest of fools — the fool who thinks himself 
clever. Well, you are not troubled with too 
much of my society ; in future you shall have 
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still less of it. But whoever I choose to invite 
home you will receive civilly ; and remember, 
since we are speaking so frankly to each other, 
that I bought a mistress for my house. You 
follow me.^" 

" Yes." 

" Then I hope that no more words on the 
subject will be necessary." 

He got up and left her. 

He had become brutal from pain. If he had 
been indifferent or guilty his temper would have 
been easier to control. She lacked the clue, 
realized no more than that the inevitable 
quarrel had come at last, saw the skeleton of 
her tragedy laid bare. Her prejudiced judg- 
ment overlooked the provocation she had 
given him, and only considered the fact that 
he had insulted her in championship of Laura 
Standish. 

A gust of passion shook her like an ague. 

The blood mounted with a rush from heart to 

head. The silence which had lasted so long 

had had some restraining effect upon her. Now 

that the barrier had broken down and he had 

answered her anger with an anger as bitiag and 

deep, there was nothing to help her to resist 

the storm. 
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Such a mingling of hate and love burned 
within her that she did not know which was 
the greater. If she had seen him dead at her 
feet at this moment she would have laughed in 
exultation over the other woman's loss, than 
wept at her own, and hugged him close to her, 
and spent her life in mourning. 

The last words he had written came back to 
her. 

**.... If she had loved him less he might 
have livefiL; but it was better to lose him once 
than every day, every hour in the day when he 
forgot her, every moment in those hours when 
he smiled at a recollection she did not share. 
She tried the edge of the knife which she 
always kept by her. It was sharp enough, 
and her pain was sharper still. ..." 

Alice had never been able to understand her 

mother; now it was so easy to understand. 

Hideous thoughts filled the girl's mind — 

thoughts which threw her into a sweat, and 

made her fear to be alone. Such ideas would 

never have entered her head by themselves, 

but circumstances had conspired to put them 

there : her mother's example ; still worse, her 

husband's book, which seemed forcing her life 

to an inevitable conclusion. 
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A Roman Catholic would have found relief 
in the confessional. She had to overcome the 
promptings of her morbid nature alone, and her 
task was not rendered easier by Anthony s 
certainty that there was only one end possible, 
under the circumstances, for her mother's 
daughter. She remembered every line he 
had written upon the subject. Did he know 
her better than she knew herself.*^ Had she 
as little control over her passions as he sup- 
posed ? Was she really pre-ordained to commit 
a crime which she sickened to think of ? Was 
she a woman with a moral sense and a soul, or 
only a piece of flotsam on the stream of life, 
which might be blown this way or that with 
the current, or sucked down ? She had always 
wanted to be good ; she knew well enough at 
this moment what was right and wrong, and it 
was as inconceivable to her, as to any other girl, 
that she should ever be guilty of such an act of 
violence. But there was the presentiment of 
her mother ever before her eyes. Her mother 
had been equally innocent once, and yet her 
mother — her own mother — had become a 
murderess. And Anthony had taken the 
daughter as the heroine of his book, so con- 
vinced was he that if love and jealousy came 
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into her life, she would follow in her mother's 
footsteps. 

Her anger against him was forgotten in self- 
analysis. Were such germs of evil really 
latent within her? Would they grow strong 
enough to slay her body and her soul ? Her 
dilated, terrified eyes wandered round her in 
a wild search for reassurance. It might be 
that she did not know herself, and that she was 
capable of killing him. If she were good why 
did such horrible thoughts enter her head so 
readily? The unspeakable thing which dis- 
tracted her would not even occur to the normal 
woman. It must be true that she was morbid, 
unnatural, doomed from birth. 

A wave of sickly faintness overcame her. 
She started unsteadily to her feet, to run — 
where ? She hungered for some one to assure 
her that her fear of herself was unfounded, and 
that she was no more likely to be tempted of the 
devil than her fellows. The fever which beset 
her could have been cured by a sensible man 
who knew how to talk to her, or by a kind 
woman. She had no intimate friends, how- 
ever ; the whole force of her nature had 
been centred jealously in her husband ; she 

had not even had a little affection to give 
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away. There were one or two married women 
of her acquaintance, it is true, in whom she 
might find it possible to confide — one, in 
particular, the wife of Mr. Saunderson, the 
painter, to whom she had given the sittings he 
had begged of hen Mrs. Saunderson had once 
told Alice how deeply she regretted having 
no daughters of her own, and had kissed the 
girl affectionately at parting, as though she 
liked her. 

*' What would she think of me if I told her 
what I felt.'*" wondered Alice. *' I must — I 
must tell some one.'* 

She almost decided to call on the artist's 

wife to-morrow, then hesitated, and shrank. 

She would have to confess that she loved her 

husband, who did not love her ; that she was 

despised and jealous of another woman : to 

explain, too, about the book, and how her 

marriage had come about. Could she bear 

such a humiliation ? Could she, who had never 

confided wholly in any human soul, carry such 

a story to a stranger's ears ? Half the truth 

would not do; unless she drew her position 

fully, clearly, it would be useless to seek a 

confidante at all. 

She shrank more and more from such an 
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expedient What,- after all, could this woman 
or any other do to help her ? Probably Mrs. 
Saunderson would be shocked, or fancy that she 
was hysterical and smile, and pat her hand as 
though she were a baby, telling her to go out 
and amuse herself and be a good girL To be 
treated lightly would madden her ; yet how 
could she make any one who did not know 
her well believe how terribly unnerved and 
miserable she felt, and how this shadow 
of her mother's fate brooded over her like a 
black bird of prey with its talons in her 
heart? 

Instead of going to see Mrs. Saunderson, 
she went for a walk in the Park. 

Somehow she felt reminded of her old days 
of struggle and servitude. The sense of isola- 
tion was the same, the restlessness of a craving 
soul, which hungered and hungered for the 
food withheld. Then she had been shabby, 
now she was clad expensively and there was 
money in her purse. But those things were 
only as the husk ; the kernel of her discontent, 
though accentuated a thousandfold, was the 
same. 

*' Why did he marry me ? " she asked herself. 

" Why didn't he let me be ? I began with 
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nothing, he with everything, and he has made 
almost as great a failure of his life as I have 
made of mine." 

She felt sorry for him in a sudden wave of 
sympathy for the disappointment with which 
she imagined him to be consumed. Of course, 
he had not expected Mr, Standish to die when 
he married hen He had been unlucky too. 

She knew this new mood would not last 
She was too sorely wounded to condone his 
fancied offence ; a touch, a word, a look from 
him would be as a spark to tinder, firing her 
afresh. Even her own thoughts, when she 
returned to the roof they shared, the feeling of 
him near to her, would be enough to set her heart 
beating again, and the blood running through 
her veins like liquid fire. She was not made 
to take things quietly, to play at saintliness, and 
accept what she could not alter with silent tears. 
A tigress had suckled her, and even the sem- 
blance of submission would mean to her a con- 
tinual striving which would tear her to shreds. 

There was water close to her feet, and 

silence round about She had left the more 

frequented paths, and found herself beside the 

Serpentine in solitude. It took a moment, 

nevertheless, for the idea of suicide to enter her 
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head, and then she dismissed that solution of 
her trouble without effort The precedent was 
lacking, and her initiative in these matters, it 
seemed, was poor. 

It was time to go home, and she turned away. 
In one of those flashes of illumination which 
we are all conscious of, she became the spec- 
tator of her own drama, and realized that to 
many women of the world her position would 
seem not so great a tragedy. She had a 
refined and luxurious home, as much money as 
she needed, a place in the best society — the 
society of culture and of art, a husband who 
gave her sufficient deference and respect when 
she did not cross his will. Why should she 
care so much ? It was foolish. If she could 
regard him with the amiable indifference of the 
early days of their marriage, she might be 
happy again, content like a cat, unquestioning. 
She made troubles instead of amusing herself, 
and letting him have his way unchecked. She 
had lived without him formerly, and would 
have been glad enough to accept a home 
without the man. This morning had begun 
a new era. It was evident that he meant to 
stick to his word and leave her utterly to her- 
self. They were to be polite to each other, 
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and she was to obey him in return for the 
material benefits he conferred upon her ; other- 
wise their marriage was to lapse into a name. 
Why could she not think that it was better so ? 
If only she could forget that she had learnt 
to care for him and let him go ! 

Needless to say she did not formulate all 
this in her mind. She felt it in that moment 
of intuition, and in another moment the night 
shut down again. She could not be what she 
was not. She was bound to take him seriously ; 
for good or ill he was her fate. 

Reaching home, tired out, she thought she 
had lost her fit of nerves in physical fatigue. 
Anthony was in. Through the shut door of 
his study she could hear the click of the type- 
writer. He rarely worked it himself; he must 
be very busy. Perhaps he was eager to finish 
the book, which only required a few pages more. 

It was tea-time. She sent word to him, and 
waited uneasily. She dreaded, yet longed to 
see him. There would be an awkwardness in 
the first meeting after their quarrel. Perhaps 
he would not come. 

The opening of the door flushed her. 
Weights on her eyelids kept them down. He 
spoke first, ignoring what had happened. 
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" Mrs. Saunderson was here while you were 
out She called to ask if you would dine with 
her this evening. She will be alone." 

" And you ? " she hesitated. 

" I have an engagement. You need not 
consider me." 

His voice was toneless, hard ; his eyes dull. 
He did not look at her ; but drank his tea in 
quick gulps, and went back to work. 

Alice clasped her hands in her lap, and stared 
vacantly before her. 

It was curious that Mrs. Saunderson should 
call just as she was thinking of her ; it seemed 
like more than a coincidence. The impulse to 
confide returned ; once more a longing seized 
her to tell somebody older than herself what 
terrible thoughts beset her, and ask for advice 
and encouragement. 

She rose and knocked at Anthony's door. 

" Come in," he called. When he saw that 
it was his wife, he frowned. ''Why did you 
knock?" he asked, with the sharpness of 
uncontrollable impatience. " Isn't that sort 
of thing unnecessary, and a little absurd ? " 

" I thought you might not wish to be dis- 
turbed." 

'* Don't be affected, Alice, for God's sake ! 

244 




A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

I have no secrets. There is nothing here that 
you may not see." 

"Indeed," she said, "then why have you 
taken to locking your writing-table drawers ? " 

'* How did you know ? " 

She blushed, and stammered. 

** I — I came to find a nib the other day when 
you were out." 

"Miss Ball is too officious," he explained, 
coldly. " She is always tidying my papers, 
and I prefer them left alone." 

" I wonder you did not find it simpler to tell 
her so." 

He shrugged his shoulders, dismissing her 
remark and her together as though they were 
equally worthless, and took up his pen again. 
He thought she was carping at nothing ; she 
thought he was a brute. 

" What do you want, Alice ? " 

" Does Mrs. Saunderson expect a message? " 

"No. You can go or not, as you like." 

" Thank you." 

He was writing again before she had left the 
room, quite indifferent, apparently, to whether 
she went or stayed. 

She was so incensed at such treatment from 
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him, that it sent her out of the room with white 
lips and tear-filled eyes. Her stoicism had 
not lasted long. After all she preferred the 
"hypocrisy" from him of kindliness and con- 
sideration and a little show of love. 
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Mrs. Saunderson received her with a warm 
welcome, 

*' It was good of you to come," she said. 
*' My husband has gone to some tiresome city 
function, and I haven't had a chat with you for 
ever so long." 

"It was very kind of you to ask me," said 
Alice. " I was sorry to be out when you called 
How is your husband ? " 

" Very well, thank you. And you ? " The 
artist's wife — a pretty woman of forty, a little 
faded, very attractive still — ^looked curiously at 
the girl. " I am not sure that you are as 
blooming as you were last time we met ? " 

" Indeed, I am quite well," said Alice, avert- 
ing her eyes. 

" Really ? " 

*' Yes. What do you mean ? " 

** Oh, nothing, my dear ! " said Mrs. Saun- 
derson, laughing softly. " I am the most 
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discreet person in the world. I never ask 
questions." 

The two women dined cosily alone. Nothing 
could have been more favourable for a con- 
fidential talk, if Alice wished to open her heart 
to her hostess, and there was no one whom she 
should find it easier to tell. The Saundersons 
were old friends of her husband's ; Mr. Saunder- 
son admired her, his wife liked her, and from 
the first they had treated her with the greatest 
friendliness possible. 

In a pause, Alice found her eyes scrutinizing 
the other woman's face. Most girls of her age 
pour out every secret they possess in the first 
attentive ear. Why did she find it so difficult ? 
Why was she not like other girls ? She longed 
for advice and sympathy, yet shrank from 
speaking of her trouble ; and so see-sawed all 
through dinner. 

When they adjourned to the drawing-room 
Mrs. Saunderson mentioned the new daily 
paper with which Anthony's name was asso- 
ciated, and congratulated her on its suc- 
cess. Afterwards she discussed his last book, 
and said enough kind things of him to win a 
young wife's heart ; but Alice sat frozen through 

this praise of her beloved. It was as though a 
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wanderer, dying of thirst in the desert, had 
been offered a handful of sweets. 

Probably Mrs. Saunderson, who concluded, 
like the rest of the world, that Anthony Vers- 
choyle had made a love-match, could not under- 
stand why Alice remained silent, with dim eyes 
and troubled brow. At first she thought that 
it was emotion which kept her mum, then some 
vague idea that the girl was unhappy must have 
crossed the woman's mind, for she leaned for- 
ward, as they sat on the couch together, in the 
beautiful lamp-lit room, and laid a hand upon 
her wrist. 

" Haven't you everything in the world ? " 
she asked, softly. " You seem to me the most 
enviable woman I ever met." 

The colour mounted to Alice's clear white 
skin. 

** You don't know ! " she said, suffocating. 

" What, dear ? " 

The woman's face was sympathetic, her voice 
kind. Alice struggled with her painful reserve. 
Now or never was her opportunity. She 
wanted so much to speak, but her tongue 
was chained. It was not her nature to confide 
in any one. Deterring thoughts would rise. She 

could hear the Saundersons discussing her 
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afterwards, wondering at the folly of Anthony s 
marriage, pitying him, perhaps, even more than 
her, for a little good-natured scorn would be 
mingled with their compassion for the girl who 
had sold herself for a home, to live disdained 
of the man who had bought her : they had been 
his friends before they were hers. 

An infinite pathos dawned in her eyes ; she 
was like a dumb thing striving to speak. 

" I had a melancholy childhood," she said at 
last. "It has left a shadow over my life." 

** But you have married such a charming 
fellow that the present should more than atone 
for everything. You mustn't brood. You 
ought to go out a lot, and drag Anthony 
with you, and enjoy yourself while you are 
young." 

" He is always so busy," murmured Alice. 

" You mustn't let him work too hard. I had 
a lot of trouble with my husband when we 
were first married ; he was so anxious to get 
on that he would have worked himself to death 
if I hadn't insisted. I believe our first quarrel 
was over that subject," added Mrs. Saunderson, 
complacently, '* but I won. He thanks me 
now that he has reached a sober, sensible, and 

healthy middle age." 
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She did not understand — how should she ? — 
and Alice let the moment pass. Her reserve 
had suffered such pangs of alarm that her first 
absurd sensation was relief that Mrs. Saunder- 
son had not pressed the point. It was only on 
her way home that she began to feel sorry 
that she had not been braver. She was hope- 
less, now, and forthwith gave up any idea of 
being able to relieve her mind of its burden ; 
and a renewal of yesterday's terror came upon 
her as she drove through the night streets, till 
her forehead and clenched hands grew wet, 
and her heart beat as though it were going to 
burst 

She was so lonely. How could she bear 
to go on living under the same roof with him, 
seeing him every day, speaking to him, while 
he treated her as a piece of furniture ? He 
neither knew nor cared, it seemed, what she 
was thinking about, and whether she were 
happy or miserable, ill or well. His true home, 
as she conceived it, was where the other 
woman dwelt ; his heart was there, his confid- 
ence ; in spirit he was less hers than he had 
ever been. She could give herself the pains 
of Hell at any moment in picturing their Ute-d- 
Utes. She could see him kiss the red lips of 
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that woman, and watch her languishing eyes, 
and his caressing hand. 

Anthony was still out when she returned. 
She did not see him. All night her mother's 
image haunted her, waking, and sleeping in 
feverish dreams. Once she started up in bed 
crying out, realized the darkness with a sob of 
relief, and sank back upon her pillow, trem- 
bling, shuddering. What things she had seen ! 
She wiped her hand upon the sheet, fancying it 
blood-stained still. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

It dawned upon her suddenly that she ought 
to leave him. The conception rewarded her in 
its first moments with a sickly throbbing of the 
heart. A^fterwards she believed that God had 
spoken to her. There was safety in flight, and 
a certain relief above all safety. She could not 
be the victim of a moment's madness if they 
were separated. He would not be able to goad 
her to frenzy thrice a day. She would be alone 
with a pain which might devour her body but 
never harm him or her own soul. Certainly it 
was a message. A fervid religious glow caused 
her a momentary exaltation. Religion had 
never meant much to her before, but she was 
in a mood to grasp at any help, and her eyes 
shone with the dim inward light of one who 
sees visions. Her mother's image no longer 
haunted her ; she saw Calvary, and the in- 
stinct of flight quickened in every nerve of her 
body — flight from the man who had inspired 
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her with a passion which would drive her to 
crime. 

She tried to plan her departure reasonably, 
but her brain was not under control, and her 
thoughts always wandered back to Anthony 
and Laura Standish. 

How she would live after her money was 
exhausted she did not contemplate. Her sole 
idea was to leave him undiscovered without any 
scene to arouse the evil in her nature which she 
was striving to defeat. 

She watched him curiously at breakfast the 
morning after her resolution was taken. 

" If he knew, what would he do ? " she won- 
dered. "Would he try to stop me.*^ Would 
he pretend to care or not ? " 

His ill- temper with her was over, and he 
spoke to her as usual. Her voice sounded un- 
natural in her own ears, and it seemed to her 
that if he had had the least feeling for her, he 
would have guessed what a crisis was at hand. 
But he ate without realizing that anything 
special was the matter, and she sipped her 
coffee, and said farewell to him furtively with 
her eyes. 

** I am going out this morning," he said, 
as he rose. ** I shall be home to lunch." 
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** Yes," she responded, knowing that she would 
be gone when he returned. 

Perhaps he noticed just then that she looked 
a little pale and weary, for he came up and 
smiled at her with a tenderness which had 
grown rare with him. 

"Is there anything I can do for you in the 
Gity ? " 

" No, thank you." 

" What do you mean to do with yourself 
this morning?" 

" I am going out too," she said, truthfully. 

*' Good-bye, then." 

" Good-bye." 

She followed him to the door with a certain 
dog-like wistfulness at being left. At this mo- 
ment she only loved him, and longed for a kiss. 
But he was no longer demonstrative ; she had dis- 
couraged him too fiercely in her mistaken pride. 
The door shut behind him, and she was alone. 

There was nothing to hinder her preparations 
now, and she dare not linger, fearful of her own 
resolve. She fancied that she had become so 
weak and ungovernable that she could not trust 
herself in any respect. She packed feverishly, 
with the help of the housemaid, who was sur- 
prised. When everything was ready and a cab 
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ordered, she went into her husband's study. It 
was here that she had met him first ; it was here 
that they had come together ; it was here that 
she had read the manuscript which had given 
her such fearful half-hours. To recall what he 
had written gave her strength for the final 
wrench. She looked long about her, as she 
finished buttoning her gloves, then left a note 
she had prepared upon the table. 

" The luggage has gone down, ma'am," said 
the servant, at the door. 

Alice drew a quick breath, and followed. She 
would not take time to think any more about 
what she was doing. Any farewell is a wrench, 
but afterwards she knew that she would be glad 
again. 

She did not direct the cabman until they had 
left the mansions. She drove to Paddington, 
and took a ticket for a little place in Cornwall, 
where she had once stayed for a few days as a 
child. Her object was to get as far as possible 
from London. It was a day's journey. The 
distance would protect her from any impulse 
which might arise to return to him, by giving 
her a long time for reflection on the way. 

She sat in the train self-absorbed, blank-eyed, 

desolate. There was a monotonous aching in 
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her breast, which made it a relief to sigh. She 
felt ill presently ; her head swam, and her limbs 
trembled. She grew hot, fearing to faint alone 
there in the train, which was bearing her 
onward to an unknown future. 

When she remembered that she had eaten 
nothing since yesterday, she thought that it 
might be hunger which ailed her, and, at a way- 
side station, managed to procure a cup of tea 
and a bun. It was feeble sustenance, but the 
spirit which had dragged her away from him 
and all she knew, bore her up to her journey's 
end. 

She left her luggage at the railway station 
while she went to look for a lodging. The sun 
had set, and the shadows of evening were 
already creeping along the narrow cobbled ways 
of the old grey fishing town. She steered for 
the church-tower which raised a weather-beaten 
head above the clustering roofs on the fringe of 
the sea. Quaint outer stairways met her eyes ; 
strange corners redolent of fish and tar ; great 
barrels waiting for the pilchards of autumn in 
gloomy entrance floors ; endless coils of rope ; 
chickens and children ; women knitting in the 
twilight as they gossiped with a neighbour in 
their soft West-country tongue. 
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There was a tingling brine in the air, an 
atmosphere of champagne after the vitiated air 
of town ; but Alice was not capable of appre- 
ciating anything just then. She had a dim 
impression of beauty in the quaint gables and 
roofs and stairways, and the fleet of luggers 
bobbing at anchor in the harbour; that was 
all. She was only anxious to find shelter ; to 
escape from the eyes turned curiously upon 
the stranger, and rest. 

The lighted window of a confectioner's 
attracted her attention, and she went in and 
asked the proprietor if he could tell her where 
she could find comfortable apartments. 

" There's Rock Villa, ma'am," he said. " Have 
you tried there ? " 

" I haven't tried anywhere," responded Alice. 
'' Is Rock Villa difficult to find ? " 

The man spoke to his wife, and addressed 
Alice again. 

" It's a bit hard to direct you to it as you're a 
stranger here, ma'am. I'll be pleased to show 
you the way if you like." 

" Oh, I can't think of troubling you," said 
Alice, faintly. 

"Sur' it's no trouble for him, ma'am," said 

the wife, a buxom, good-natured woman, com- 
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ing forward. "Youll never find it alone, and 
it's getting dark, and I 'm sure you are tired and 
want a rest and a cup of tea. You'll like Mrs. 
Permewan ; she'll make you comfortable. She's 
used to having young artist folk at her house, 
and she knows what the gentry like.'* 

*' Thank you so much," said Alice. " I am 
sure I shall be comfortable." 

The cottage stood alone on the edge of the 
sea, so close that in stormy weather the great 
Atlantic breakers sprinkled the shingle roof 
with foam. The interior was a nest of little 
old-fashioned rooms and unexpected stairs and 
windows. But everything was clean though 
simple, and there was a sitting-room with 
chintz-covered furniture, and a wide window 
to the sea. 

Alice thanked her guide for his trouble, and 
engaged the rooms, and the landlady called her 
son, a strapping lad in jersey and sea-boots, to 
fetch Mrs. Verschoyle's luggage. 

Then Alice, having found a refuge, broke 
down. She had done too much for her state 
of health. The anguish she had suffered 
during the last few weeks had its revenge now 
that the strain was relaxed. The landlady, a 
good soul, sent for a doctor in haste. 
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" I KNOW all, and thought it best to leave you. 
The relief, no doubt, will be as much yours as 
mine. — Alice." 

The note, which Anthony had found on his 
writing-table, had caused him even more per- 
plexity than anger. When he heard from the 
servants that she had really gone, taking her 
luggage with her, and leaving no address, he shut 
himself up in his study, white-faced and tense. 

Rage at this moment conquered every emo- 
tion except astonishment. She had dared to 
treat him so. He who had done so much for 
her, and cared so much, striven so much, to be 
rewarded by — was it disgust ? Her avowal of 
hatred had wounded him that day, and the 
wound was for ever bleeding ; still he had been 
unable to conceive why he should inspire the 
woman who had married him of her own free 
will, with such intemperate repulsion. The 

phrase, too, with which her note began, sur- 
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prised him: *' I know all ..." What did .she 
know ? What was there to know ? And the 
latter sentence seemed to assert that it was his 
indifference which had driven her away, to imply 
a reproach which he did not merit. 

** If either of us deserves that, it is she," he 
thought ; " yet her note reads more like bitter- 
ness than indifference, and her act is certainly 
resentment." 

He sighed deeply. 

** My God, how difficult it is to understand 
her ! What is she resenting, if it is not merely 
dislike of me which has driven her away? 
Why could she not discuss her desire for a 
separation quietly, instead of leaving in this 
way ? Her conduct is folly, and cruelty too. 
What is one to do with a woman in this mood ? 
Does she expect me to let her go without more 
words ? Do I mean to let her go ? " 

He leaned his forehead on his hand. His 
hair was wet, his palms too. Anger was 
giving place to forlornness and misery. He 
sighed again, contemplating the note which 
lay before him still. 

** I know all, and thought it best to leave you. 
The relief, no doubt, will be as much yours as 



mine." 



261 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

'* One would think," he mused, " that I had 
hurt her. But how — how ? — when ? Has she 
ever seemed to feel ? I have held my hand 
upon her pulse all the months of our marriage 
and detected no extra beat for me. What is 
my offence beyond being the man who wooed 
her without love ? She forgave me then ; she 
spoke clearly of a bargain with calm voice and 
contented eyes. Whence does her anger come ? " 

He scented a mystery. The -passion which 
had deadened his intelligence was over already. 
He could not fail to perceive that she fancied 
herself injured in some way ; that her scorn of 
him was based on a grievance, although what 
that grievance could be he was as far as ever 
from discerning. One thing was clear to his 
common-sense : he could not allow her to sever 
the tie between them so casually. It was his 
right to demand an explanation and to come to 
a clear agreement concerning her future and 
his own. 

Dwelling upon her conduct, anger dominated 

pain once more. She had treated him badly. 

He had more than fulfilled his contract ; she 

had broken hers. Whatever fancied wrong 

had set her against him so violently, he would 

not admit that she had any right to leave his 
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roof without accusation or apology, to humiliate 
him before his servants and his friends, to 
degrade him in his own eyes. Had he not 
conceded enough to her whims and moods and 
inexplicable reserve ? 

He remembered Laura. She would laugh, 
and if her mockery had made him smart before, 
it would make him burn this time. It was the 
thought of how he had cared for his wife which 
stung him most of all ; the bitter, humiliating 
consciousness of failure. He had offered her 
the best love of his life, and she had only cared 
enough to find deep cause of offence in some 
trifle which did not occur to him. He dimin- 
ished in his own eyes, and was nigh coming 
to the conclusion that he neither desired an 
explanation of her, nor would trouble himself 
about her welfare. 

Nevertheless, on the morrow — a fevered, 

troubled night of restlessness had intervened — 

his curiosity was alive once more. He must 

know what that absurd note of hers meant If 

she was preposterous, it was no reason why he 

should not act like a man of common-sense. 

It was necessary to find her. She could not 

intend seriously to disappear from his sight. 

A letter would come by-and-by with an address 
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an excuse perhaps ; at any rate a clue to her 
folly. 

He waited a day or two, in vain. His rest- 
lessness increased. He would not own to 
himself that he held his breath every time the 
postman came ; still he went on expecting ; he 
could not believe that she would treat him so 
insolently. After all they had been much to 
each other ; she was his wife ; could any woman 
show such a cold-blooded disregard for that ? 

**And I was good to her; I was good to 
her," he told himself ** Before God I can 
swear that she had no just cause to leave me ! " 

He grew even more wounded, angry, humili- 
ated, depressed. It seemed that she did not 
mean to write to him after all. The mood, 
so incomprehensible to him, which had carried 
her away, was more than a gust of temper; 
it endured. Was she hard after all? His 
passion answered that she was more than hard, 
that she lacked a sense. He had chosen an 
abnormal nature with his eyes open, in a cold 
spirit of curiosity, and he was paying, as, once 
upon a time, a woman had paid, for knowledge. 

" That she did not love me, I must forgive 

her," he told himself " But that she left me 

like this I will never forgive." 
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He turned to his book. The work he had 
been engaged upon night and day, no longer 
appealed to him. Latterly he had been sustained 
in an effort of imagination by the feverishness 
Alice's propinquity had bred in him ; the pages 
upon which he had bestowed his labour now 
lay before him lifeless and cold. He could not 
animate these still figures of his creation again. 
The woman was not real ; his mind and heart 
alike disowned her. She was as dead as the 
hope he had once entertained of gaining his 
wife's love. By-and-by, when his emotions 
were under control, and the first pang was 
passed, he would be able to finish his task, no 
doubt ; and the result would please the public, 
who were always his kind admirers. Perhaps 
one or two critics in London would discover 
that the end lacked the conviction of the begin- 
ning, and that the author had lost grip of his 
subject ; but the book would sell as well as 
usual, his publishers would be delighted, and — 
he need never see the fruit of his agonized 
labour again. 

** If it were indeed the masterpiece I had 

hoped, has it not cost me too dear ? " he queried, 

bitterly. ** I have paid for it in blood — in 

blood ! And it fails ! " 
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He was wrong, it did not fail ; but he was 
not in a mood to judge an achievement of his 
own fairly. He was passing through an ex- 
perience which could not fail to leave its mark 
on any man. He was sore with his God and 
humanity; forced to acknowledge what no one 
cares to do : that he had made a foolish 
marriage. Looking back now, he could not 
conceive how any enthusiasm for his art had 
been able to urge him to such a step. That 
he had misread her temperament was humiliat- 
ing enough ; but he had misunderstood himself 
as well ; he had believed himself above passion, 
done with it : he had started to survey man- 
kind from aloft as a god on Olympus, and had 
fallen to earth and to a woman's feet with a 
shock which had sent him reeling for two days, 
and would take toll of his emotions all his life. 

It was in the irony of things that Laura, 
whom he had once loved, should call upon him 
one afternoon. Conventionally she had asked 
for Alice, and received a stammering explana- 
tion of Mrs. Verschoyle's absence which she 
did not trouble herself to understand. It was 
enough for her that Anthony was at home alone, 
and she came upon him in his study, where he 

lurked like a wounded bear, as radiant a figure 
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as her widowhood would allow. Jet gleamed 
on her like the links of black armour or the 
scales of a snake ; her red hair was an aureole 
to trap the sunlight, and her sapphire eyes 
melted in greeting of the man. 

** So glad to find you in," she said. 

" Ah, my dear Laura." 

He presented a pained smile to her greeting 
— ^would rather have seen the devil at this 
moment than Mrs. Standish. Women's curi- 
osity, hers in particular ; he knew it. She 
would question and question till he hated 
her. 

" Are you quite well ? " she asked, in deep 
concern. 

" Yes. Why do you ask ? Do I look ill ? " 

**Why weren't you at the Saundersons' to 
lunch ? I know you were asked, and they 
expected you. I was afraid you must be ill, 
and came most anxiously to inquire, as you 
perceive." 

** It was very good of you. Ton my soul I 
cannot offer any excuse for my absence, beyond 
saying that I forgot all about the engagement." 

** It is natural," admitted Laura, "and pardon- 
able that your memory for such trifles should 

be bad. But why, in heaven's name, doesn't 
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your wife look after you? She has nothing 
else to do." 

Anthony regarded her strangely. 

" Are you sure there is nothing the matter ? " 
she asked. 

" What can there be the matter ? " He 
shrugged and smiled. " Don't I look quite 
well } My head doesn't ache. I have no 
pains in my limbs. I am not feverish ! I 
must apologize to Mrs. Saunderson ; but we 
are such old friends that the task is not for- 
midable.'' 

"Certainly you are a queer fellow," she 
said, with musing tone and eyes. ** How's 
Alice ? " 

** Very well, I believe." 

" I met an old friend from India yesterday," 
she added. ** Major Duncan. I wonder if you 
know him.**" 

" I don't think I can boast of the pleasure." 

** We were at Simla together last year," she 
said. ** He adores me still." 

" Am I to congratulate you ? " 

" I believe," she said, rousing herself from a 

dream, "that you are being sarcastic. It is a 

bad habit I should not have allowed you to 

acquire if I had had the management of you ! 
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. . . But I am sure that he will propose. Shall 
I accept him, Anthony ? *' 

" That is a question which only your own 
heart can answer, surely ? " 

" Heart ! heart ! '* she repeated, pettishly. 
"You are not writing a tale now, and I want 
common-sense, not sentiment, of you. Of 
course, there is no question of * heart ' about 
it. I don't dislike him, that is all, and he has 
money." She fidgeted with the ferrule of her 
sunshade on the rug. " I must live." 

** Yes," he said, after a moment ** It is all a 
matter of temperament. I dare say you would 
do very well." 

He had been answering a thought of his 
own more than her question, ^nd she stared 
at him. 

" What are you talking about ? " 

** Was I obscure ? Your pardon ! I meant 
to remark that some women^re fools enough 
to break their hearts over a loveless marriage ; 
but that you are too sensible not to find ample 
compensation in an establishment." 

" Do I deserve that — of you, Anthony ? " 
she asked, with a sudden liquid note of tender- 
ness. " Have I always shown myself so coldly 

prudent ? " 
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" Forgive me,** he said, gendy. " I — I am 
out of temper with the world, Laura, that is 
alL You are right ; you know how to love." 

The unconscious accent on the pronoun 
would have told her much if she had not known 
already how it was between his wife and him. 
Her eyes gleamed. Her nature was not big 
enough to pity him unreservedly. He had 
tried to be happy without her, to console him- 
self : she could never forgive that. 

And perhaps, though she did not taunt him, 
she had come to-day with some vague hope of 
stirring him to jealousy. That he showed none 
caused her chagrin, but made the step she had 
almost decided upon easier to take. It was 
certain that she had lost him for ever ; under 
those circumstances, an establishment, as he 
suggested, would be her only consolation. 

" But still you think," she resumed, restlessly, 
" that I should do well to marry ? " 

" Frankly, I see no other future for you." 

" Yes, you are frank," she said, with a bitter 

little laugh, ** and indifferent Well, you are 

right. What is the use of wishing for ever for 

the moon ? One cannot have the moon — but 

one can have diamonds and a carriage, and a 

new frock when one likes ! " She held out her 
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gloved hand to him. ** Good-bye. I am sure 
I don't know why I came," she added. ** I 
didn't really think that you were ill ! " 

He smiled, accompanying her to the door ; 
she was as an open book to him in these days, 
and yet once he had found her as great and 
alluring a mystery as his wife! 

" I hope Major Duncan will be a success." 

"Oh, perhaps I shan't take him after all," 
she said, flippantly. " I am a creature of 
whims, and the shape of his moustache may 
annoy me the next time we meet. Good-bye, 
again." 

Anthony returned to his study and his black 
mood. 

" I wish I could console myself with — dia- 
monds," he mused, " or persuade myself that I 
could. My God, what — what has become of 
that girl ? I can't stand this silence any longer ; 
I shall have to look for her, at some sacrifice of 
dignity maybe. After all it is a duty. Can I 
let her have her head in this fashion ? She 
must explain herself, there must be some decent 
arrangement, a provision made for her. Does 
she think I want her to work for her living 
again, because it suits her to leave me } " 

In the morning he set a private inquiry office 
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on her track, although he loathed the only ex- 
pedient within his reach, and waited impatiently 
for the result, which he did not doubt. To his 
surprise there was a check, a baulk. Nobody 
knew the number of the cab which had taken 
her away, and the detective could not trace 
her. 

Two weeks passed — three. Anthony grew 
very anxious. At moments horrible ideas 
crossed his mind. Morbidness was in her 
blood ; and it might be that she had conceived 
a dislike of him even greater than she had 
shown. Was it possible that she had made 
away with herself to escape from him ? He 
suffocated, sweated, with a growing dread. He 
was no longer angry with her ; he only craved 
to hear that she was alive. 

She had taken little trouble to hide herself, 

thinking that he would be glad enough of an 

excuse to let her go. That he failed to find her 

was one of those chances which make up life. 

If she had laid an elaborate scheme for secrecy, 

she could not have disappeared more utterly 

from his sight. He found himself left, at last, 

with the sole resource of advertising for her, 

and his pride shrank for many days from that. 

For to address her in a way she could not fail 
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to understand, would be to give their secret to 
every one who knew them, and he still hugged 
it, despising himself for the weakness of his 
shame. He had lied to his friends about her 
absence; he was afraid to lie outright to the 
servants, in case they knew more than they had 
admitted to him ; but his behaviour was a lie, 
his assumed cheerfulness at meal-times, his 
pitiable suggestion that she had gone on a visit, 
and was coming back. 
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The window was open, and a pot of mignon- 
ette stood on the sill, mingling its perfume with 
the scent of the sea. In an arm-chair, supported 
by pillows, sat Alice. For three days she had 
hovered between life and death ; for as many 
weeks she had lain like a rag, without strength 
to move or any desire to live. But she was 
young, and health was coming back. The 
nurse had gone yesterday. 

This afternoon was the first she had spent 
out of bed since her illness, and the delicacy of 
her appearance heightened her attractiveness. 
Her complexion, dazzlingly clear, was tinged 
with transparent pink ; her eyes were bright ; 
and her well-shaped hands lay on her lap, blue- 
veined and dainty. She looked like a flower in 
her white dressing-gown. 

Her life had been preserved — for what ? A 

clever and devoted doctor had brought her back 

to the world, but she was not grateful. At first 
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she had existed as a plant exists, absorbing 
nourishment almost unconsciously, passing the 
long quiet days on the borderland of sleep, 
incapable of effort, of sequent or concentrated 
thought. But leaving her bedroom was an 
event which marked her return to the existence 
she would have been glad to escape. Already 
the old pain was reviving. 

She was only twenty-three, and at a time 
when women who are beloved are surrounded 
by those who love them, she had been forlorn 
among strangers. If she had died, who would 
have cared ? They would have buried her 
with as little concern as they had buried her 
baby, and when Anthony had heard of it at 
last, it would have been with relief, perhaps, 
that the gordian knot of his ill-advised marriage 
was untied. 

A few tears of weakness and self-pity welled 
to her eyes with these reflections, and rolled 
down. She was used to the many noises of the 
city, and the stillness, the solitude, the mono- 
tonous moaning of the sea, acutely heightened 
her sense of loneliness. When she was lying 
up-stairs, she had been too ill to notice anything 
or to care; her mental anguish had been 
counteracted by physical discomfort; now the 
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balance, which had quivered for a day or two 
between body and mind, sank once more on the 
side of memory. Her illness had drawn a 
temporary veil over the past, but the films were 
vanishing one by one. Life was returning to 
her as painfully as though she had been half 
drowned, and she suffered the pangs of restored 
animation with the same resistance, the same 
desire to sink back into the rest of unconscious- 
ness and death. 

In a way her attitude towards Anthony had 
changed with her physical conditions. The 
fever had left her; the tropical storm had 
passed. It was grief more than passion and 
hatred which filled her heart to-day ; she dwelt 
more on the loss his supposed infidelity had 
caused her, than on the wrong ; more on her 
disappointed love for him than on the other 
woman's rivalry. She was no longer afraid to 
trust herself. It had become a source of 
wonder to her how she could have found a 
possible solution of the problem, or any solace, 
in the idea of his death. Her softened mood 
saw in the sequel of their marriage almost as 
much reason to pity him as herself. For him, 
too, there must be sorrow. She did not think 

that he was a bad man ; she could not imagine 
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any real happiness for him in sin. To care for 
this woman, and to be unable to marry her, 
must be a constant source of grief to him, 
heightened by self-reproach. 

The next day she was allowed to get up to 
breakfast. The people of the house were kind 
to her, but she had no society, no one to talk to 
except during the half-hour of the doctor's visit. 
She did not want anybody ; she had never 
found comfort in companionship before she met 
Anthony. Even her doctor did not know who 
she was, or whence she came. 

After he had gone this morning, she sank 
into a listless and drooping attitude in her arm- 
chair by the window. A dozen luggers were 
skimming out of the harbour like a covey of 
quail, their brown sails set, and her eyes followed 
them blankly. On the beach below the window 
a boy was whistling, and the shingles crunched 
under his active heels. 

Once or twice during her illness, a question 
had entered her head which she had dismissed ; 
but the time had come when it must be answered. 
Ought she to let Anthony know what had hap- 
pened? The child that had never breathed 
was his too. If she had been too ill to grieve 

for it, if she was too miserable now in her 

277 



A PROPHET OF THE REAL 

desolation to care as, under happier circum- 
stances, she would have cared, it caused her 
a strange tremor, nevertheless, to realize how 
closely their interests had been allied for once. 

Would he have loved her child ? If it had 
lived would it have made a bond between them, 
and drawn him to her at last ? A mist dimmed 
her sight. She did not wish to be softened 
towards him by such thoughts. He had never 
expressed any desire for a child, or even seemed 
to consider the subject. 

"His book absorbed him," she told herself. 
''His book and that woman. I shall not tell 
him ! " 

But she was too feeble still to be able to 
make up her mind without many painful vacil- 
lations. Though resentful of his right to any 
knowledge of her, it was not easy to deny the 
fact that her business in this instance was his as 
well. 

Her eyes were red when the landlady came 

in to lay the cloth for dinner, and she was afraid 

to speak. She cried easily, too easily. She 

knew that it was foolish to dwell upon anything 

unpleasant till she was strong again, but her 

thoughts were beyond the control of her 

weakened will. 
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She was disinclined to eat, and would not 
make an effort to do so. She was upset, and 
tired, perhaps, with the unaccustomed exertion 
of getting up and moving about the room, and 
was glad to be helped to bed when evening 
came. There she lay and cried again, and 
found a star looking at her through a hole in 
the shutter, like an eye. It was such a long 
way off that it made her realize the immensity 
of the universe, and the smallness of her own 
share in it. She was so little, so unimportant, 
and the whole span of human life so infini- 
tesimal, that it seemed absurd to make such a 
tragedy over such a small matter as herself. 

" After all, in a few years I shall be dead," 
she thought, **and nothing will matter. I must 
be a philosopher." 

Then she began to ask herself all sorts of 

questions, which were not good for her health. 

Who was responsible for the baby's death ? If 

she had not worked herself into such a state 

over Anthony and Mrs. Standish, all might have 

gone well. But it was his fault, surely, that 

she had become so wretched ? He had been 

cruel to her ; nevertheless, she ought to have 

remembered and controlled herself. 

*' I should have gone away before," she said, 
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throwing her hot hands out of bed "It might 
have been all right if I had gone before." 

She wondered what he was doing. In all 
probability he was amusing himself with Laura 
Standish, and had almost forgotten that he had 
a wife. She could imagine the little jaunts, 
the visits to the theatres, the suppers, they were 
having together. Her dark head rolled on the 
pillow, and a lump grew in her throat No, 
she could not communicate with him ; it was 
impossible ; he did not deserve such an advance 
on her part. She wished she could go to sleep 
and forget for a little while. 

The next few days were wet, and the grey 
sky and the sullen sea met in a mist of rain. 
As sensitive to atmospheric conditions as to 
environment, the dreariness of her life and its 
setting was like a leaden weight on her breast. 
The inanition of a tired soul was in the laxity 
of her limbs, the droop of her lids and lips. 
There seemed to be nothing to look forward to. 
She did not know how the rest of her life 
was to be spent, and could foresee no allevi- 
ation of her present lot beyond that which 
the hand of time might bring. She might 
die young ; she might live in poverty and lone- 

[liness as she had lived before her marriage ; 
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but that she and Anthony would come together 
again, was the one thing which seemed im- 
possible to her. The gap between them could 
never be bridged over. She loved him too 
deeply to forgive him, even if he grew tired of 
the other woman and wished to be forgiven, 
which she did not anticipate. She had left 
him with the realization that it would be for 
ever. 

At this moment she could draw herself a 
vividly incorrect picture of his proceedings. 
He was always with Laura Standish, not at 
Victoria Street, but at her own flat. She could 
almost hear their words of appointment, and see 
the kisses he gave the woman who was not his 
wife. 

'* And sometimes she mentions me — ^he never 
does — and laughs," Alice told herself. " I am 
sure she laughs, very softly, with her red hair 
against his cheek ! " 

The door opened and the landlady appeared. 

" I thought you'd like to look at these 
pictures, ma'am. It's dull for you here all 
alone.'* 

Alice took the illustrated papers, with a word 

of thanks. She had no particular interest in 

what was going on in the world that she had 
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left, but the landlady's entrance had broken a 
train of thought, and it was better to read with- 
out amusement than to resume her miserable 
meditations. She turned over the leaves. 

Coming presently upon the portrait of a 
familiar face, she started and exclaimed. 

It was Mrs. Standish who was represented, 
in a theatrical attitude, with head upturned in 
high light against a curtain, in order to show 
the excellent lines of chin and throat, and a 
liberal display of bare shoulders. If Alice could 
have doubted the identity of her enemy, the 
name was beneath to convince her. 

She was so fascinated by the features she 

hated that she did not wonder for a moment 

why Mrs. Standish's portrait should adorn the 

pages of the Illustrated London News ; and 

even when her gaze wandered on to the 

companion picture, that of a man, she did not 

realize at once why it should be linked 

by a true-lover*s knot of ribbon to the 

lady's. The explanation dawned upon her 

senses gradually, almost without surprise, by 

the natural processes of revived experience, and 

she read the paragraph of explanation, worded 

in the usual way, as though she had seen it 

before. 
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** Duncan — Standish. — On the 25th inst. 
Major Duncan, of the Black Watch, espoused 
Mrs. Laura Standish, relict of the late Arthur 
Standish of Bombay, at the Chapel Royal, 
Savoy. The bride, who is well known in Anglo- 
Indian society, wore a gown of pale heliotrope 
silk, trimmed with Brussels lace, and diamond 
ornaments, the gift of the bridegroom. The 
newly-wedded pair held a reception at the 
Hotel Cecil, which was attended by numerous 
relatives and friends, and afterward left for the 
Continent vid Calais." 

Alice's heart was beating fast by this time, 
and the colour had deepened in her cheeks. 

** Who is Major Duncan ? " she wondered. 

She put her hand to her brow to steady her 
brain, which was beginning to swim. That 
Mrs. Standish should marry again, and just at 
this time, amazed and bewildered her. She 
had imagined an illicit love-story to be in pro- 
gress between Anthony and his cousin ; she had 
fancied them absorbed in each other, seizing 
every advantage that her flight had given them. 
And her picture had been all wrong, it seemed ! 
What did it mean? Nothing — nothing could 

have caused her more surprise. The woman 
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could not care much for Anthony if she were 

willing to become another man's wife, and 

Anthony could not be madly, culpably in love 

with her to permit it. At least no liaison could 

be in existence at present. Laura was not even 

in London ; she had left England a week ago 

with her husband, as though Anthony did not 

exist. And the marriage could scarcely have 

been unpremeditated. She must have been 

engaged, or at least thinking of this man, for 

some time. 

A multitude of fresh emotions and ideas beset 

her. The ground on which she had taken her 

stand was not solid after all In a moment it 

had crumbled and fallen to dust, and she was 

confused by the shock of finding herself without 

support. Had she misjudged him after all ? 

Was it possible that he was innocent ? If there 

had been anything between the cousins, would 

this marriage have taken place? It had not 

occurred to her before that she might be 

mistaken. Her natural jealousy, increased by 

the state of her health, had found evidence 

of his infidelity in a dozen harmless actions, 

and a coincidence or two. But now her nerves 

were normal again, and in the new light the 

news she had just learned cast upon the past, 
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she began to re-live it, to analyze, to weigh and 
wonder at herself. What enormity of conduct 
had she brought home to him after all ? 

*' Did I leap to conclusions ? " she asked 
herself, with trembling lips. " Does his guilt 
exist in my imagination alone ? Oh, my God, 
what have I done? Have I been dreaming, 
was I mad, or am I dreaming now ? " 

The journal still lay open on her lap, and the 
eyes of the woman she hated, seemed to mock 
her. At any rate the marriage was real, and 
the idea that she might have been mistaken 
throughout was at least as probable as his 
guilt, which she had been so ready to believe. 

The more she thought about it, the stronger 
grew her feeling that her opinion of him had 
been unjustified, and the greater grew her 
agitation. She was still sure that Laura was 
capable of anything, and had tried to en- 
veigle him ; but was it not possible that her 
lures had been futile ? There was no evidence 
to the contrary, and this unexpected marriage 
dashed all former suppositions to the ground. 
He was not a boy, to be easily led away ; 
he was not a fast man. There had never been 
anything in his conduct towards other women 
to which his wife could take exception, and the 
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coldness which had grown up between them 
after Mrs. Standish's return, had been entirely 
her fault. He had been as affectionate as ever ; 
more so ; and she had snubbed him. 

Looking back she could scarcely conceive 
how she had convinced herself that she was 
wronged. As she sought through the past, 
with feverish diligence, for her excuse, each 
incident that she examined slipped, shadow- 
like, away. They had seemed matter for 
substantial grievance once, but among them 
all her eagerness for exculpation could grasp 
nothing tangible. He had called on Laura 
alone ; what of that ? She was his cousin ; he 
was the only relative she possessed. He had 
taken her to Paris ; what of that ? His wife 
had accompanied them. He had spent one 
night away from home : the frankness of his 
explanation should have convinced any woman 
in her senses that he had nothing to conceal. 
Laura's notes had come openly ; as openly he 
had expressed his desire to serve her : was it 
likely that a guilty man would have dared so 
much? That afternoon, too, when she had 
called on Laura to find him there : what had 
she found so conclusive in the other woman's 
tears ? She remembered, with painful yearning, 
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that he had kissed his young wife tenderly one 
night, almost as though he loved her. He 
had meant to be kind, no doubt, and she had 
driven him away. 

Oh, the trivialities, the dreams, upon which 
she had shattered the only home she had ever 
known ! 

Her head dropped back on the cushions with 
an inarticulate sound ; her lids closed, her fore- 
head glistened, her body was bathed in heat. 
The sudden revulsion in her mind had shaken 
her to the core. A change had come over 
the aspect of life — a change which presented 
elements of distress as well as of rejoicing. If 
she thrilled at the thought that the man she 
loved was worthy of her love, she had the 
consciousness for her life-long curse, that she 
had left him when she might have stayed. Of 
her own accord she had forfeited the position 
he had given her, the companionship she 
longed for, all her rights as his wife ; and it 
might be that he did not even know why she 
had gone ! Not only had she thrown away all 
she valued in the world, she had repaid his 
generosity with insult, and worked herself into 
a state of excitement which had killed her child, 

over a nightmare born of her own morbid brain. 
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It seemed to her that at last she saw things 
as they really were. She was ready to believe 
now that he had concealed nothing from her 
throughout. He was not a liar ; till that 
woman had entered their lives, she had always 
regarded him as a model of sincerity — a man 
too big in every way to stoop to petty false- 
hoods and deceits. What had possessed her 
to imagine that any temptation could make him 
change so much ? If he had had no regard 
for honour, could he not have followed Laura 
to India long ago? Her husband need not 
have been a greater bar to their intercourse 
than his wife. 

'* Oh, God," she said again, ** what have I 
done ? " 

She shrank within herself, writhing as though 
her thoughts were flames which scorched her. 
Why had she never seen all this before ? He 
had shown every confidence in her, knowing 
that she possessed antecedents which would 
have frightened many better men than George 
Wilson ; and, instead of rewarding him with 
obedience and devotion, she had failed in the 
most ordinary duties of a wife. She had 
slandered him in her mind, she had repulsed 
his affection, she had raised a scandal by leaving 
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him without any consideration of the embarrass- 
ment thus entailed upon a man whose life was 
public property — a man sensitive and proud. 

** How he must hate me L'* she whispered, 
quivering. 

She had no mercy on herself. It was char- 
acteristic of her that her remorse should be 
as keen as the jealousy of the past. Her 
soul was in torment She could have thrown 
herself at his feet and licked the dust ; it would 
have relieved her to do it, and die before he 
could turn away. 

She had deserted him, relinquished a state 
which appeared in retrospection like perfect 
happiness, and she deserved no pity ; she 
would not admit that ill-health had been any 
excuse. She ought to have trusted him as he 
had trusted her, and not flown like a maniac 
to shameful conclusions without irrefutable 
evidence. 

'* If I had stayed, and the child had lived, 
who knows that I might not have won him 
in the end ? " she thought. ** He was affec- 
tionate towards me latterly, when I despised 
him for a hypocrite. Long use might have 
made me necessary to him ; what I wanted 

might have come." 
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She was working herself into a fever again. 
When the doctor came he shook his head at 
her. 

"You are not nearly as well as you were 
yesterday. What have you been doing to 
yourself.'*" 

" Thinking," said Alice. " Oh, doctor, I am 
so miserable ! " 

He was a kind man, and concerned. 

'* I am sorry," he said. "Can I do anything.**" 

" No." 

** But you mustn't think," he said, " unless 
you can think cheerfully. You are not strong 
enough to take liberties with yourself." 

He ordered her to bed, and gave her a 
sleeping draught which allowed her a blessed 
oblivion till daylight crept through the blinds. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

She had the temperament which makes a 
fine art of self-torture, and her memory was 
painfully good. There was scarcely an inci- 
dent of her latter days at the flat that she had 
forgotten. She was able to recall every false 
impression she had received, and the cause of 
it ; every pang she had suffered ; every moment 
of humiliation, of bitterness, of wild and pas- 
sionate despair. But those things no longer 
hurt, because she knew that it was her own 
hand which had stabbed her with the weapon 
she had made. Her punishment was to be in 
the recollection of a softened look from him, 
a word of praise, a familiar touch. She had 
never felt lonely with him till this curse of 
jealousy had driven her soul back once more 
to its dismal isolation. He had been kind to 
her, very kind ; she had been ungrateful. She 

wanted to tell him so ; longed for some act of 
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penance which should prove that she realized 
her sin of the understanding. So few people 
had been good to her in all her life. It would 
ease her conscience, comfort her a little, to say 
that she was sorry. She owed him an apology, 
at least, after all he had done for her. 

She wondered if she ought to write to him. 
As the idea took shape, she evolved many 
phrases of remorse. A feebler nature would 
have suffered most on self-interest's side: she 
had wronged him; her own shamefulness 
pained her even more acutely than the price 
of the mistake. 

In a month he had heard nothing of her. 
What story had he told his friends ? She had 
left him in a position worse than awkward. 
However little he cared for her, she was his 
wife, and it was necessary for them to meet 
if it were only to discuss the future which con- 
cerned them both. The interview would be 
very painful, but she did not mean to spare 
herself. After some reflection she decided to 
send him her address, and ask him to come 
down. 

Directly the letter was gone she would have 

given her right hand to recall it. There was 
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not only her desertion between them ; suppose 
he reproached her about the child ? 

There was so much that he might say, and 
although she had no experience of how he 
would resent a deep affront, she conceived 
him to be a man not able to forgive easily. At 
the best he would be quietly bitter, and stab 
her with words she would never be able to 
forget 

In all her life, unhappy as the greater part 
of it had been, she had not felt quite the same 
sort of depression that she felt to-day. There 
had always been passion, resentment, the defi- 
ance of an injured soul to raise her, through 
pride, to the pedestal of martyrdom. She was 
no longer a victim ; the grandeur of her tragedy 
had gone. Every comfort had been given her 
—ease of body and mind, the world's considera- 
tion, all the refinements of life with a man of 
culture, intellect, sympathy. She might have 
been the mother of his child, his confidante, 
his friend, at least ; but her intelligence, of 
which she had once been proud, had not been 
strong enough to stand the smallest strain. She 
had behaved with the vulgarity of an inferior 
mind, the folly of a housemaid. 
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As the day passed her shrinking grew. 
There would be only one scene, and probably 
it would be short ; but she could not steel 
herself to meet it. She wanted to hide. In 
a cowardly moment it even occurred to her 
to pack and leave before he could arrive. It 
would be a relief if he did not come at all. He 
might be as reluctant to see her as she was to 
see him. 

She passed a restless, agitated night, and 
showed it in the morning. She could hardly 
swallow food, and a caller at the door brought 
her heart to her mouth. The uncertainty was 
very trying. 

It was dusk when the garden gate clanged, 
and a man's step crunched the gravel of the 
path. In a moment she heard Anthonys voice 
in the hall, and her head swam as the handle 
turned, and she rose dizzily. 

His face was as white as hers, and set. 

" So you have deigned to take some notice of 
me at last ! " he said. ** What have I done to 
deserve such treatment, Alice ? " 

" I am glad to see you,'' she murmured. " It 
was kind of you to respond so quickly. I — I 

thought we ought to have an explanation." 
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"Any explanation will have to come from 
your side," he said. ** I have nothing to ex- 
plain. Your conduct is a mystery to me — a 
mystery which I have scarcely the patience to 
discuss." 

" You received the note I left behind ? " she 
asked, faintly. 

** I did, and failed to understand it." 

** Are you sure that you did not understand 
it ? " she said. " Oh, are you quite, quite 
sure ? " 

He looked at her hard, with stern, unfalter- 
ing eyes. 

** Of course I am sure." 

'* It conveyed nothing at all to your mind ? " 

" Nothing. I did not know what was the 
matter with you then, and I don't know now," 
he said. ** I was as good a husband to you as 
any man could have been. You had no griev- 
ance, not the slightest legitimate excuse for 
leaving me as you did. If you regretted our 
marriage, and found my company insupportable, 
you might have told me so at least, and we 
could have arranged a separation amicably. 
You went without warning. It was insolent as 
well as cruel." 

" I didn't regret the marriage ; it wasn't that. 
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I made a mistake, Anthony," she said, in a 
curiously subdued tone. " I made a dreadful 
mistake. I knew it on the day I wrote to you. 
I was jealous ; you didn't guess that, did 
you ? " 

" Jealous ! " he repeated, sharply. ** Jealous 
of what— of whom ? " 

" I thought you were deceiving me with Mrs. 
Standish." 

*' What put that idea into your head ? It is 
absolutely untrue ! " 

"It seemed to me that she cared for you, 
and that you had cared for her— once." 

"We will not talk about that," he said. 
*'What happened long ago is no concern of 
yours. I have never been unfaithful to you, 
and — she married again the other day." 

Alice's hands locked nervously ; she gazed at 
him with parted lips. She did not doubt him. 
Sheshad been prepared to believe everything 
he said before he came. 

"Yes, I read of her marriage," she said. 

"It was then that I realized my mistake. Oh, 

I have behaved badly, I know ! I admit that 

you have cause to be angry ; but were the 

circumstances of our marriage no excuse? I 

thought you considered that a home, your name, 
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was good enough for the woman who sold her- 
self. I thought you considered I had no right 
to complain of anything you chose to do, since 
love and respect were not mentioned in the 
bargain." 

" I cannot understand whence you derived 
such an impression," he said. " Did I neglect 
you ? At least you might have spoken to me, 
given me a chance to defend myself." 

" I wanted to avoid a scene. I should have 
said things then, and you would have said 
things, which would have aroused the worst 
passions in me. At the best I should have 
been vulgar, unwomanly ; and I did not wish 
to have reason to be ashamed of myself." 

** Then I am to presume that your conduct 
has left you lapped in self-satisfaction ? " 

'* No," she said, piteously. " I am sorry, I 
am sorry ! I beg your pardon. I only wrote to 
you in the hope that you would give me the 
opportunity of begging your pardon." 

** If you had asked me," he said, " I could 
have told you a month ago that Laura had 
accepted this man. If you had approached me 
in a proper spirit at the^first, I could have 
proved to you that your suspicions were un- 
founded. You treated me infamously. You 
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ness." 



** I read your book," she said. " It was that 
which put such horrible ideas into my head. I 
thought, as the beginning was true, that it was 
all true about — about the other woman and the 
rest" 

" The book ! When did you read it last ? " 

" I read it when you were out one day," she 
said. " I unlocked your drawer with one of my 
own keys. I knew I was doing wrong, but I 
could not resist. It fascinated me ; it put hell- 
fire into my veins. You were so sure that the 
daughter would follow in the mother's footsteps 
that you made me fear myself." 

He started, the torrent of his anger stemmed, 
and regarded her strangely ; a little colour came 
into his face. 

" You cared so much ? " he said, in a low tone 
of wonder. 

**Yes, and more — and more!" she cried, 
wildly. ** Oh, you can think what you like of 
me now ! I know it is all over. I know you 
won't take me back. I don't ask it, I don't 
want it." Her voice shook. ** It is better to 
be alone than to live with a man who is in- 
different. I was tortured I did not dare tp 
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watch — ^to stay. If you had guessed perhaps 
you would have pitied me a little, although my 
suspicions insulted you." 

The flicker in his eyes grew to a flame. He 
drew a deep quivering breath, and made a 
movement as though to go to her — a move- 
ment which he checked. 

*'And I imagined, naturally, that you went 
because you hated me," he said. **Ah, you 
treated me badly, Alice! Jealousy I could 
have pardoned ; I should have been glad, God 
knows, to find that you were not as indifferent 
to me as you seemed. But you hid your griev- 
ance, you brooded apart as though I were your 
enemy, or a blackguard whom it was hopeless 
to reproach. Can you say with truth that I 
have ever told you a lie or deceived you in the 
smallest trifle, that I have not always shown 
you sympathy, that there has been a single 
thing in my conduct, during our married life, 
to justify yours ? " 

She sank into her chair, and cried. 

** I deserve every bitter thing you can utter, 

and more," she said. '* Be gentle with me, 

all the same, I am still weak. I have been 

ill." 

" Not seriously ? " 
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"Yes — very, very ill," she whispered. " It 
—died.'' 

He stood quite still, staring at her, 

" What died ? " he asked, slowly. 

"The child," 

"Ah, you told me nothing!" His voice 
broke ; his forehead was wet. "If I had 
guessed ! " 

" Did you ask ? Did you care ? The man 
who doesn't care never guesses." 

" O my God, and you were all alone ! " 

Her face was averted. She sat with her 
hands linked loosely in her lap, and her eyes 
far away on the sea. 

" It didn't matter. If I had stayed it might 
have been worse. I was in a morbid, danger- 
ous state of mind. I took everything too 
seriously. And I am used to being alone. I 
have always been alone." 

He strode forward, and knelt, and put his 
arms round her with ineffable tenderness. 

" How is it possible," he said, " that you do 
not know I love you ? " 

She gasped as though her heart were heaving 

to her lips. She looked him in the eyes, and 

understood at last. 

" You love me ! " 
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** I tried to show it, but you would not let 
me. I could not imagine that you did not 
know." 

** Oh, how I have tortured myself, Anthony," 
she sobbed. 

She bent forward, and they kissed each 
other. It was their true marriage. 



THE END. 
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in which they are presented. Nowhere else has the author worked with 
a surer touch or more careful craftsmanship. He has painted on larger 
canvasses, but not with so much precision of line, so much restraint, and such 
just harmony of tint ; nor does he elsewhere exhibit an equal command of 
unforced- pathos and genuine tragedy. The story is full of dramatic incident, 
ingeniously contrived.' 

The Momingf Post. — Several of the scenes are described with great 
dramatic power. The whole of the quiet life is depicted with infinite skill, 
so that one seems to have known the place in *' the olden days long ago." ' 

The Daily Chronicle. — ' Mr. Parker gives us some finely dramatic episodes, 
some poignant passages in his own very best manner, curt, vivid, and 
graphic' 

The St. James's Gazette. — * A fine book, stirring, dramatic, fascinating.' 

The Yorkshire Herald. — * The Right of Way is a remarkable book. 
The author has built an exquisite structure upon entirely new ground. The 
love-story is exquisitely told. The characters are traced with the pen of 
a master. We have not read anything equal to it for some time.' 

THE LANE THAT HAD NO TURNING 

By GILBERT PARKER 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Times. — 'Not even in The Seats of the Mighty does Mr. Parker 
suggest such an impression of his strength as in the story which gives its title 
to the book. Strong and yet natural situations follow in rapid succession. 
In Madelinette Mr. Parker has idealized the noblest of women.' 

Literatwe. — 'The short story is very seldom wrought to perfection in 
England, but Mr. Gilbert Parker establishes once more his claim to be one 
of the very few writers who make that particular literary form a thing of 
art. He gives us once more the old Quebec type with its mood, so swiftly 
ranging from gaiety to pathos, its wit at once naive and acute, and its 
devoted, even fanatical, love of tradition — a type which appeals more than 
any other in the empire to the English imagination. These stories are full 
of poetry, pathos, and dramatic force, and show a peculiar power of realising 
the possibilities of the short story.' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 
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THE ETERNAL CITY 

By HALL CAINE 
In One Volume^ price 6s* 

The Daily Telegraph.— * Mr. Hall Caine has produced a remarkable 
novel.' 

The St. James's Gazette. — * It is interesting, characteristic, and highly 
dramatic, and not too long. It is a stirring, warm-blooded story that one is 
sorry to have finished. * 

Ijie Daily News. — ' Mr. Hall Caine has written a book that will strike 
the popular imagination. . . . He introduces no subtleties into his politics. 
Above all, he makes his human interest clear, strong, and intelligible.' 

The Liverpool Daily Post.— * Hall Caine's Eternal City is a great 
novel, revealing the author at the very zenith of his gift. . . . The book's 
greatest wealth is its wealth of contagious and engrossing emotion. It is a 
triumph of imagination, of power over the feelings, as it is of dexterously used 
observation of an historic and most interesting and deeply agitated people. . . .' 

The Daily Mail. — * He has written a vivid story, charactensed by that 
keen eye for dramatic situations which has given him fame. There is little 
doubt that its popularity will rival that of its predecessors.' 

The Liverpool Courier. — * The Eternal City ^ daring in its conception, 
and still more audacious in its execution, dealing not with a century ago or a 
decade back, but with to-day, referring to positions (if not to persons) that 
stand out jMrominent in the world's life, the present moment is the flood which 
must carry it to success. ... Of its intrinsic worth there can be no doubt. 
It is the best that Mr. Caine has yet produced.' 

The Scotsman. — * It may be asserted with confidence that no living 
author than Mr. Caine could have produced this work. It may be doubted 
whether any author who has lived for many generations past could have 
produced it. The novel stands out as a purely exceptional work. . . . The 
verdict must be that it is masterly in its conception and in its treatment. . . . 
Mr. Caine has produced a really fine work, a w^ork that will carry on his 
reputation to a higher point than it has yet attained.' 

THE CHRISTIAN 

By HALL CAINE 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Sketch. — * It quivers and palpitates with passion, for even Mr. 
Caine's bitterest detractors cannot deny that he is the possessor of that rarest 
of all gifts, genius. ' 

The Standard. — 'The book has humour, it has pathos, it is full of colour 
and movement. It abounds in passages of terse, bold, animated descriptions. 
. . . There is, above all, the fascination of a skilful narrative. ' 

The Speaker. — * It is a notable book, written in the heart's blood of the 
author, and palpitating with the passionate enthusiasm that has inspired it. 
A book that is good to read, and that cannot fail to produce an impression on 
its readers.' 

The Scotsman. — *The tale will enthral the reader by its natural power 
and beauty. The spell it casts is instantaneous, but it also gathers strength 
from chapter to chapter, until we are swept irresistibly along by the impetuous 
current of passion and action, * 

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



THE MANXMAN 

By hall CAINE 
In One Volume^ price 65. 

The Times. — 'With the exception of The Scapegoat^ this is unquestion- 
ahly the finest and most dramatic of Mr. Hall Caine*s novels. . . . The 
Manxman goes very straight to the roots of human passion and emotion. It 
is a remarkable book, throbbing with human interest.' 

The Queen. — * The Manxman is undoubtedly one of the most remarkable 
books ofthe century. It will be read and re-read, and take its place in the 
literary inheritance ofthe English-speaking nations.' 

The St. James's Gazette. — * The Manxman is a contribution to litera- 
ture, and the most fastidious critic would give in exchange for it a wilderness 
of that deciduous trash which our publishers call fiction. ... It is not possible 
to part from The Manxman with anything but a warm tribute of approval.' — 
Edmund Gossb. 

THE BONDMAN 

By hall CAINE 

With a Photogravure Portrait of the Author. 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

Mr. Gladstone. — ' The Bondman is a work of which I recognise the 
freshness, vigour, and sustained interest, no less than its integrity of aim.' 

The Times. — * It is impossible to deny originality and rude power to this 
saga, impossible not to admire its forceful directness, and the colossal 
grandeur of its leading characters.* 

The Academy. — *The language of The Bondman is full of nervous, 
graphic, and poetical English ; its interest never flags, and its situations and 
descriptions are magnificent. It is a splendid novel. ' 

The Speaker. — *This is the best book that Mr. Hall Caine has yet 
written, and it reaches a level to which fiction very rarely attains. . , , We 
are, in fact, so loth to let such good work be degraded by the title of 
** novel" that we are almost tempted to consider its claim to rank as a prose 
epic. ' 

THE SCAPEGOAT 

By hall CAINE 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Times. — * In our judgment it excels in dramatic force all the Author's 
previous efforts. For grace and touching pathos Naomi is a character which 
any romancist in the world might be proud to have created, and the tale of 
her parents' despair and hopes, and of her own development, confers upon 
The Scapegoat a distinction which is matchless of its kind.' 

The Guardian. — * Mr. Hall Caine is undoubtedly master of a style which 
is peculiarly his own. He is in a way a Rembrandt among novelists.' 

The Athenaewn. — 'It is a delightful story to read.' 

The Academy. — 'Israel ben Oliel is the third of a series of the most 
profoundly conceived characters in modem fiction.' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C 




THE LUCK OF THE VAILS 

By E. F. BENSON 
In One Volume^ price ts. 

The Times.—* One might b^in to read The Luck of the Vails lying back 
in a comfortable chair, and chuckling over the natural talk of Mr. Benson's 
pleasant people. But after an hour or so, assuming that it is a hot day, and 
that you turn the leaves without great ener^, you find yourself sitting up and 
gripping the arms of the chair, and glancing uneasily over your shoulder at 
the sound of a step upon the gravel. For this is a really thrilling and excit- 
ing tale of crime and mystery that Mr. Benson has written. It is readable all 
through and full of entertainment.' 

The Bookman. — 'Mr. Benson has got hold of a very pretty sensation, 
and treated it most effectively.' 

The Spectator. — ^The book is very ingeniously constructed, and delight- 
fully easy holiday reading, while the machinations of the septuagenarian 
villain, with his cheerful flute, his rosy cheeks, and his brisk enjoyment of 
life, are calculated to give a proper Christmas thrill on the hottest midsummer 
afternoon. 

The Outlook. — * Admirably conceived and admirably written ; it touches 
the supernatural with tactful fingers, but does not clutch it, introduces us to 
some charming people and some original scoundrels, and sends us to bed 
enthralled. * 

The Daily News. — * A rattling good tale. The story is well worked up 
to a thrilling climax, and as a clever tale of plot and counter-plot, it can be 
cordially recommended.* 

THE PRINCESS SOPHIA 

By E. F. BENSON 
In One Volume^ price 6i. 

The Athenaeum. — ' There is brilliance, lightness of touch. The dialogue 
is neat and brisk, and the miniature Court and its courtiers are amusingly 
treated.' 

Literatwe. — * Told with verve and wit. If the novel is to amuse we 
cannot recommend a more agreeable companion than Mr. Benson's brilliant 
friend The Princess Sophia,* 

The Westminster Gazette. — 'A gay and spirited performance, and the 
Princess herself a clever picture. It is lively reading, and the characters 
bubble along in true Bensonian fashion.' 

MAMMON & CO. 

By E. F. BENSON 
In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Daily Telegraph. — * Bright, piquant, and entertaining from beginning 
to end, full of humorous sayings and witty things spoken by men and women 
who are merry and captivating. There is little to find fault with. It is a 
very clever, smart novel, wherein lies a little lesson and much entertainment.' 

The Pall Mail Gazette. — * Mr. Benson's new story is in his happier and 
clever style. Happily, also, the liveliness does not tire. The repartee and 
rattle of the "smart set" are the genuine thing, and his own pretty conceits 
and happy little audacities of turn are not too forced.' 

London: WILLIAM IIEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C 



LOVE AND HIS MASK 

By MENIE MURIEL DOWIE 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

Literature. — * All of the many different kinds of novel readers will enjoy 
Lave and his Mask, It is a book that skilfully combines the more interesting 
points of a war story, the intimate delights of the now popular love-letters, 
the joys of an aristocratic circle, the consideration of the subtleties of a 
woman's heart, and the delineation of the conventional, straightforward, 
noble, harmless, necessary mind of man. The story is a refreshment from 
beginning to end. Love and his Mask will be one of the most popular novels 
of the autumn season.' 

The Daily Chronicle. — An original idea, which Mrs. Norman develops 
with great skill, missing none of its humorous and dramatic possibilities. A 
delightful romance. * 

Punch. — * A very clever novel, brightly written, with just that amount of 
the khaki flavour which rather more than '* half-suspected animates the 
whole."' 

FOREST FOLK 

By JAMES PRIOR 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Spectator. — * We have no hesitation in welcoming Forest Folk as one 
of the very best and most original novels of the year, and our only regret is 
that we have failed to proclaim the fact sooner. The characterisation is 
excellent, the narrative is crowded with exciting incident, and the author has, 
in addition to an eye for the picturesque, a quite peculiar gift for describing 
effects of light and colour. * 

The Athenaeum. — *An excellent performance. The people are such 
forest folk as we are little likely to forget. The book reminds us of George 
Eliot in the unforced and racy style in which bucolic characters speak from 
its pages ; it reminds us of Mr. Hardy in its dramatic situations.' 

The Pall Mail Gazette. — *Mr. Prior has a large knowledge and is a 
keen observer of nature ; he is cunning in devising strong situations, dramatic 
in describing them. His are forest folk indeed, men and women of flesh 
and blood.* 

TANGLED TRINITIES 

By DANIEL WOODROFFE 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Athenaeum. — * Mr. Woodroffe has drawn a strong picture of tem- 
peraments and their surroundings.* 

The St. James's Gazette. — * Full of live people, whom one remembers 
long. The whole book is charming.' 

The Illustrated London News. — * Mr. Woodroffe writes with admirable 
clearness, picturesqueness, and restraint ; he has an eye for character, and a 
grip of tragic possibilities. It is a moving story, and stamps the author as 
one of the few real artists who are now writing English fiction.' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



FOLLY CORNER 

By Mrs. HENRY DUDENEY 

In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Daily Telegraph. — *Mrs. Henry Dudeney is to be much con- 
gratulated. Folfy Corner is quite a delightful novel — a well-conceived story 
admirably told. Side by side with a notable story, the authoress places little 
pictures of Nature, of farm-life and country sights and sounds. Her descrip- 
tions of the life at Folly Comer afford a keen and unusual pleasure. We 
come to the last page with a strong wish for more, and a lively and unsatisfied 
interest in the chief characters concerned. * 

THE MATERNITY OF HARRIOTT 

WICKEN 

! By Mrs. HENRY DUDENEY 

1 In One Volume^ price 6j. 

\ Literature. — ' A notable book. Mrs. Dudeney has <he power of trans- 

( lating a feeling, an impression into a few vivid words, which faithfully transmit 

her experience to the mind of the reader, and this is a great art.' 

The Daily Mail. — *The story is as singular as its title, and as strong as 
straightforward. . . . The drama haunts and grips us. There is humour 
in it, too, excellent humour. The Maternity of Harriott Wicken is a story 
that has elemental human nature in every chapter, and, therefore, sinks deep 
in the mind. ' 



SPINDLE AND PLOUGH 

By Mrs. HENRY DUDENEY 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Daily Telegraph. — ' Mrs. Dudeney has a power, as precious as it is 
rare, of conveying a whole scene in a few well-chosen words. Her observa- 
tion is acute, her word-painting well-nigh exquisite.* 

The Spectator. — * Mrs. Dudeney possesses the inestimable art of grasp- 
ing and holding the attention of her readers.' 

THE COURTESY DAME 

By R. MURRAY GILCHRIST 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

Literature. — ' It possesses all the sweetness and rusticity of a pastoral, 
but through it a thousand lights and shades of human passion are seen to 
i; play. The story will immediately grip the reader and hold him until he 

1^ reaches the last chapter.' 

The Momingf Post. — *Mr. Murray Gilchrist is an artist to the point of 
his pen, whose story is at once among the freshest and sweetest of recent 
essays in imaginative writing.* 

i; London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



THE HOSTS OF THE LORD 

By flora ANNIE STEEL 

In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — *Mrs. Steel's latest wonderful romance of 
Indian life. It is '57 in little, and in our own day. Mrs. Steel has again 
subtly and keenly shown us how unique is her power of realising the unstably 
poised, the troubled half-and-half mind that is the key to the Indian problem. ' 

The Daily Chronicle. — * No one, not even the Kipling of an earlier day, 
quite does for India what Mrs. Steel does; she sees Indian life steadily, 
and sees it whole with a vision that is truthful, sympathetic. Such is the 
wealth of her observation that her page is rich with colour as an Eastern 
bazaar, and fragrant as a basket of quinces.' 

VOICES IN THE NIGHT 

By flora ANNIE STEEL 

In One Volume^ price ts. 

The Times. — *It is the native mind which Mrs. Steel shows us as no 
other writer has done. She sketches in the native scenes with intimate 
detail, with ease in obtaining her effects.* 

Black and White. — 'Mrs. Steel works on a crowded canvas, yet every 
figure stands out distinctly. Voices in the Night is a book to be read 
carefully. It is a book to be kept and to be read more than once. It is a 
novel of the best kind, and deserves the attention of the readers who find 
nothing praiseworthy in the effusions of the popular successes.' 

ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS 

By flora ANNIE STEEL 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Spectator. — *We have read Mrs. Steel's book with ever-increasing 
surprise and admiration — surprise at her insight into people with whom 
she can scarcely have been intimate, admiration for the genius which has 
enabled her to realise that wonderful welter of the East and West, which 
Delhi must have presented just before the Mutiny. There is many an officer 
who would give his sword to write military history as Mrs. Steel has written 
the history of the rising, the siege, and the storm. It is the most wonderful 
picture. We know that none who lived through the Mutiny will lay the book 
down without a gasp of admiration, and believe that the same emotion will be 
felt by thousands to whom the scenes depicted are but lurid phantasmagoria.' 

The Daily Chronicle. — *A picture, glowing with colour, of the most 
momentous and dramatic events m all our Empire's later history. We have 
read many stories having for their setting the lurid background of the Indian 
Mutiny, but none that for fidelity to Set, for vivacity of imagination, for 
masterly breadth of treatment, comes within half a dozen places of this.' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 




IN THE PERMANENT WAY 

By flora ANNIE STEEL 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Spectator. — * While her only rival in this field of fiction is Mr. 
Kipling, her work is marked by an even subtler appreciation of the Oriental 
standpoint — both ethical and religious — a more exhaustive acquaintance with 
native life in its domestic and indoor aspects, and a deeper sense of the moral 
responsibilities attaching to our rule in the East. The book is profoundly 
interesting from beginning to end.' 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — 'A volume of charming stories and of stories 
possessing something more than mere charm. Stories made rich with beauty 
and colour, strong with the strength of truth, and pathetic with the intimate 
pathos which grows only from the heart. All the mystery and the frankness, 
the simplicity and the complexity of Indian life are here in a glowing setting of 
brilliant Oriental hues. A book to read and a book to buy. A book which 
no one but Mrs. Steel could have given us, a book which all persons of leisure 
should read, and for which all persons of taste will be grateful. ' 

FROM THE FIVE RIVERS 

By flora ANNIE STEEL 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Times. — 'Mrs. Steel has evidently been brought into close contact 
with the domestic life of all classes, Hindu and Mahommedan, in city and 
village, and has steeped herself in their customs and superstitions. . . . Mrs. 
Steel's book is of exceptional merit and freshness.' 

The Athenaeum. — * They possess this great merit, that they reflect the 
habits, modes of life, and ideas of the middle and lower classes ot the popula- 
tion of Northern India better than do systematic and more pretentious works.' 

The Globe. — * She puts before us the natives of our Empire in the East as 
they live and move and speak, with their pitiful superstitions, their strange 
fancies, their melancholy ignorance of what poses with us for knowledge and 
civilisation, their doubt of the new ways, the new laws, the new people. 
** Shah Sujah's Mouse," the gem of the collection — a touching tale of un- 
reasoning fidelity towards an English " Sinny Baba" is a tiny bit of perfect 
writing.' 

THE POTTER^S THUMB 

By flora ANNIE STEEL 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Globe. — 'This is a brilliant story — a story that fascinates, tingling 
with life, steeped in sympathy with all that is best and saddest.' 

The Mancnester Guardian. — 'The impression left upon one after reading 
The Potier^s Thumb is that a new literary artist, of very great and unusual 
gifts, has arisen. . . . In short, Mrs. Steel must be congratulated upon having 
achieved a very genuine and amply deserved success.' 

The Scotsman. — * It is a capital story, full of variety and movement, which 
brings with great vividness before the reader one of the phases of Anglo- 
Indian life. Mrs. Steel writes forcibly and sympathetically, and much of the 
charm of the picture which she draws lies in the force with which she brings 
out the contrast between the Asiatic and European world. The Potter's 
Thumb is very good reading, with its mingling of the tragedy and comedy of 
life. Its evil woman /ar ^;r^^//if;i^^ . . . is a finished study.' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



RED ROWANS 

By flora ANNIE STEEL 

In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Daily Chronicle. — * Judge it by what canons of criticism you will 
the book is a work of art. . . . The story is simple enough, but it is as 
lifelike as anything in modern fiction. The people speak and act as people 
do act and speak. There is not a false note throughout. Mrs. Steel draws 
children as none but a master-hand can draw.' 

The Westminster Gazette. — 'Far and away above the average of novels, 
and one of those books which no reader should miss.' 

The Daily News. — *The book is written with distinction. It is moving, 
picturesque, the character drawing is sensitive and strong.' 

Black and White. — *It reveals keen sympathy with nature and clever 
portraiture, and it possesses many passages both humorous and pathetic. ' 

THE FLOWER OF FORGIVENESS 

By flora ANNIE STEEL 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Academy. — 'Nothing here ought to be neglected, for there is in 
most places something profitable for not too obtrusive exhortation, and 
almost everywhere something for enjoyment.* 

The Glasgfow Herald. — *A clever book which should tend to widen 
Mrs. Steel's circle among the reading public' 

The Scotsman. — *They have a rich imaginative colour always.' 

The Manchester Guardian. — * Much sympathy with humanity however 
dark the skin, and a delicate touch in narrative, raise Mrs. F. A. Steel's 
Indian Stories into a high rank. There is a pathos in them not common 
among Anglo-Indian story-tellers.' 

MISS STUARPS LEGACY 

By flora ANNIE STEEL 
In One Volume^ price ds. 

The Saturday Review.— * It throbs with the vigour of real creative 
power.' 

The Spectator. — * It is remarkably clever ; it is written in a style which 
has ease, dignity, grace, and quick responsiveness to the demands of the 
theme ; it has passages of arresting power and fine reticent pathos ; and it 
displays a quick eye for character and a power of depicting it with both 
force and subtlety. ' 

The Westminster Gazette. — *A most faithful, vivid impression of 
Indian life.' 

The Daily Telegraph. — * A singularly powerfiil and fascinating story.' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 
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BOWERY TALES 

(George's Mother, and Maggie.) 

By STEPHEN CRANE 

In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Morning Post — * Mr. Crane never wrote anything more vivid than 
the story in whi^ Maggie takes the heroine's part. It is as admirable in its 
own field as The Red Badge of Courage in another.* 

The Illustrated London News. — * Stephen Crane knew the Bowery very 
well, and in these two stones its characteristics come out with the realism of 
Mr. Arthur Morrison's studies of the East End. Both are grim and powerful 
sketches. ' 

PICTURES OF WAR 

(The Red Badge of Courage, and The Little Rogiment.) 

By STEPHEN CRANE 
In One Volume^ price ds. 

Truth. — *The pictures themselves are certainly wonderful. ... So fine 
a book as Mr. Stephen Crane's Pictures of War is not to be judged 
pedantically.' 

The Dsuly Graphic. — ' ... A second reading leaves one with no whit 
diminished opinion of their extraordinary power. Stories they are not really, 
but as vivid war pictures they have scarcely been equalled. . . . One cannot 
recall any book which conveys to the outsider more clearly what war means 
to the fighters than this collection of brilliant pictures.' 

THE OPEN BOAT 

By STEPHEN CRANE 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Saturday Review.—*. . . The most artistic thing Mr. Crane has 
yet accomplished.* 

The St. James's Gazette. — ' Each tale is the concise, clear, vivid record 
of one sensational impression. Facts, epithets, or colours are given to the 
reader with a rigorousness of selection, an artfulness of restraint, that achieves 
an absolute clearness in the resulting imaginative vision. Mr. Crane has a 
personal touch of artistry that is refreshing. ' 

ACTIVE SERVICE 

By STEPHEN CRANE 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Athenaeum. — * The characters are admirably sketched and sustained. 
There is tenderness ; there is brilliancy ; there is real insight into the 
minds and ways of women and of men.' 

The Spectator. — *Mr. Crane's plot is ingenious and entertaining, and 
the characterisation full of those unexpected strokes in which he excels.* 

The Academy. — * The book is full of those feats of description for which 
the author is famous. Mr. Crane can handle the epithet with surprising, 
almost miraculous dexterity. Active Service quite deserve to be called a 
remarkable book. ' 
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THE THIRD VIOLET 

By STEPHEN CRANE 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Athemeum. — *We have never come across a book that brought 
certain sections of American society so perfectly before the reader as does Tk^ 
Third Violet^ which introduces us to a farming family, to the boarders at a 
summer hotel, and to the young artists of New York. The picture is an 
extremely pleasant one, and its truth appeals to the English reader, so that 
the effect of the book is to draw him nearer to his American cousins. The 
Third Violet incidentally contains the best dog we have come across in 
modem fiction. Mr. Crane's dialogue is excellent, and it is dialogue of a 
type for which neither The Red Badge of Courage nor h>s later books had 
prepared us.' 

AFRICAN NIGHTS^ ENTERTAINMENT 

By a. J. DAWSON 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — 'His stories have the special attraction of 
stories of a country by a man who has knowledge of it and is under its fascina- 
tion ; and are good stories into the bargain. He has a pretty humour, and 
the gift of telling a story well, and special knowledge to work upon ; the 
result is an entertaining book.' 

The Scotsman. — * The stories are all invented and written with that glow 
of imagination which seems to come of Eastern sunshine. . . . They are besides 
novel and readable in no ordinary degree, and they make a book which will 
not fail to interest every one who takes it up.' 

THE STORY OF RONALD KESTREL 

By a. J. DAWSON 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Athemeum. — *The sketches of life and scenery in Morocco and in 
New South Wales are attractive, the literary composition keeps a good level 
throughout. Mr. Dawson is a writer of ability who has seen men and things, 
and should go far.* 

The Daily Telegraph. — *Mr. Dawson's viise-en-scene is always one of 
the main features in his work. In the present story it is very varied, be- 
ginning the life-history of the hero in Morocco, meeting him again in Australia, 
and finally transporting him to the London of Bloomsbury. In Morocco and 
in Australia we are conscious of the heat-laden, distinctive atmosphere — in the 
one case Oriental and mystic, in the other vast, burning and prophetic* 

JOSEPH KHASSAN: HALF-CASTE 

By a. J. DAWSON 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 
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THE LION AND THE UNICORN 

By RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 

In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Pail Mall Gazette.—' Eight short stories, each of them written with 
a brilliance worthy of the author of Soldiers of Fortune^ and each a perfect 
piece of workmanship. Every one of them lias a striking and original idea, 
clothed in the words and picturesque details of a man who knows the worid. 
They are genuine literature. Each is intensely fresh and distinct, ingenious 
in conception, and with a meaning compounded ot genuine stuff. There is 
somethii^ in all of the stories, as well as immense cleverness in bringing 
it out.' 

The Daily Teleg^ph. — * Stories of real excellence, distinctive and 
interesting from every point of view.' 

SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE 

By RICHARD HARDIISTG DAVIS 

In One Volume^ price 6s, Illustrated, 
The Athenaeum. — * The adventures and exciting incidents in the book are 
admirable ; the whole story of the revolution is most brilliantly told. This 
is really a great tale of adventure. * 

The Daily Chronicle. — *We turn the pages quickly, carried on by a 
swiftly moving story, and many a brilliant passage : and when we put the 
book down, our impression is that few works of this season are to be named 
with it for the many qualities which make a successful novel. We congratu- 
late Mr. Harding Davis upon a very clever piece of work.' 

THE NIGGER OF THE ^NARCISSUS' 

By JOSEPH CONRAD 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

A. T. Quiller-Couch in Pall Mall Mag^azine.— 'Mr. Conrad's is a 
thoroughly good tale. He has something of Mr. Crane's insistence ; he 
grips a situation, an incident, much as Mr. Browning's Italian wished to 
grasp Metternich ; he squeezes emotion and colour out of it to the last drop ; 
he is ferociously vivid ; he knows the life he is writing about, and he knows 
his seamen too. And, by consequence, the crew of the Narcissus are the 
most plausibly life-like set of rascals that ever sailed through the pages of 
fiction.' 

THE INHERITORS 

By JOSEPH CONRAD and F. M. HUEFFER 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Athenaeum. — * This is a remarkable piece of work, possessing quali- 
fications which before now have made a work of fiction the sensation of its 
year. Its craftsmanship is such as one has learnt to expect in a book bearing 
Mr. Conrad's name. . . . Amazing intricacy, exquisite keenness of style, 
and a large, fantastic daring in scheme. An extravaganza The Inheritors 
may certainly be called, but more ability and artistry has gone to the making 
of it than may be found in four-fifths of the serious fiction of the year.' 
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JACK RAYMOND 

By E. L. VOYNICH 

In One Volume^ price ds. 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — *This is a remarkable book. Mrs. Voynich 
has essayed no less than to analyse a boy's character as warped even to the 
edge of permanent injury by the systematic sternness — ^aggravated on occasion 
into fiendish brutality — of his guardian. We know nothing in recent fiction 
comparable with the grim scene in which the boy forces his uncle to listen 
to the maledictions of the Commination Service directed against himself. 
Jack Raymond is the strongest novel that the present season nas produced, 
and it will add to the reputation its author won by The Gadfly, ^ 

THE GADFLY 

By E. L. voynich 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Academy. — * A remarkable story, which readers who prefer flesh and 
blood and human emotions to sawdust and adventure should consider as some- 
thing of a godsend. It is more deeply interesting and rich in promise than 
ninety-nine out of every hundred novels.' 
The World. — * The strength and originality of the story are indisputable.' 
The St. James's Gazette. — * A very strikingly original romance which 
will hold the attention of all who read it, and establish the author's reputation 
at once for first-rate dramatic ability and power of expression. ' 

VOYSEY 

By R. O. PROWSE 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Standard. — 'The analytical power displayed makes this book a 
remarkable one, and the drawing of the chief figures is almost startlingly good. ' 
The Daily News. — * A novel of conspicuous ability.* 

FROM A SWEDISH HOMESTEAD 

By SELMA LAGERLOF 

In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Athenaeum. — ' The very strangeness of her genius is one of its chief 
charms. Her domain lies on the outskirts of fairyland, and there is an other- 
worldliness about her most real and convincing characters.' 

The Spectator. — *We are glad to welcome in this delightful volume 
evidence of the unabated vitality of that vein of fantastic mvention which ran 
purest in the tales of Andersen. The influence of Goethe's Wilhelm Meister 
IS obvious in the longest and most beautiful story of the collection. But 
when all deductions are made on the score of indebtedness, the originality of 
plot and treatment remain unquestioned. The story is rendered touching and 
convincing by the ingenious charm and sincerity of the narrator.' 
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THE MANTLE OF ELIJAH 

By I. ZANGWILL 
In One Volume^ price ds. 

The Athenaeum. — 'Contains cleverness of a very varied kind — traits of 
fine imagination, of high spiritual feeling, keen observation, and a singular 
sense of discrimination in character and dialogue.' 

The Outlook. — ' His story and the fibres which people its pages are of a 
vivid and absorbing interest, instinct with life, and on every page some witty 
and memorable phrase, or trenchant thought, or vivid picture. * 

THEY THAT WALK IN DARKNESS 

By I. ZANGWILL 
In One Volume^ price 6 j. 

The Spectator. — *No reader, who is not blinded by prejudice, will rise 
from the perusal of this engrossing volume without an enhanced sense of 
compassion for, and admiration of, the singular race of whose traits Mr. 
Zangwill is, perhaps, the most gifted interpreter.' 

TTie Standard. — * These stories are of singular merit. They are, mostly, 
of a tragic order ; but this does not by any means keep out a subtle humour ; 
they possess also a tenderness . . . and a power that is kept in great restraint 
and is all the more telling in consequence. 

DREAMERS OF THE GHETTO 

By L ZANGWILL 
In One Volume^ price 6j. 

W. E. Henley in * The Outlook.' — *A brave, eloquent, absorbing, and, on 
the whole, persuasive book. ... I find them all vastly agreeable reading, 
and I take pleasure in recognising them all for the work of a man who loves 
his race, and for his race's sake would like to make literature. . . . Here, I 
take it — here, so it seems to me — is that rarest of rare things, a book.* 

The Daily Chronicle. — * It is hard to describe this book, for we can think 
of no exact parallel to it. In form, perhaps, it comes nearest to some of 
Walter Pater's work. For each of the fifteen chapters contains a criticism of 
thought under the similitude of an ** Imaginary Portrait." . . . We have a 
vision of the years presented to us in typical souls.' 

THE MASTER 

By I. ZANGWILL 

With a Photogravure Portrait of the Author 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Queen. — *It is impossible to deny the greatness of a book like Tke 
Master f a veritable human document, in which the characters do exactly as 
they would in life. ... I venture to say that Matt himself is one of the most 
striking and original characters in our fiction, and I have not the least doubt 
that The Master will always be reckoned one of our classics.' 

The Literary World. — * In The Master, Mr. Zangwill has eclipsed all his 
previous work. This strong and striking story is genuinely powerful in its 
tragedy, and picturesque in its completeness. . . • The work strikes a truly 
tragic chord, which leaves a deep impression upon the mind.' 
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CHILDREN OF THE GHETTO 

By I. ZANGWILL 
In One Volume^ price 6i. 

The Times. — * From whatever point of view we regard it, it is a remark- 
able book.' 

The Guardian. — * A novel such as only our own day could produce. A 
masterly study of a complicated psychological problem in which every factor 
is handled with such astonishing dexterity and intelligence that again and 
again we are tenrnted to think a really great book has come into our hands.' 

Black and Wnitc. — * A moving panorama of Jewish life, full of truth, fiill 
of sympathy, vivid in the setting forth, and occasionally most brilliant Such 
a book as this has the germs of a dozen novels. A book to read, to keep, to 
ponder over, to remember.' 

The Manchester Guardian.— 'The best Jewish novel ever written.' 

THE KING OF SCHNORRERS 

By I. ZANGWILL 

With over Ninety Illustrations by Phil May and Others. 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Saturday Review. — 'Mr. Zangwill has created a new figure in 
fiction, and a new type of humour. The entire series of adventures is a 
triumphant progress. . . . Humour of a rich and active character pervades 
the delightfal history of Manasseh. Mr. Zangwill's book is altc^ether very 
good reading. It is also very cleverly illustrated by Phil May and other 
artists.* 

The Daily Chronicle. — * It is a beautiful story. The King ofSchnorrers 
is that great rarity — an entirely new thing, that is as good as it is new.' 

THE CELIBATES^ CLUB 

By I. ZANGWILL 

In One Volume, price 6s, 

The St. James's Gazette.— * Mr. Zangwill's Bachelors' Club and Old 
Maids* Club have separately had such a success — as their sparkling humour, 
gay characterisation, and irresistible punning richly deserved — that it is no 
surprise to find Mr. Heinemann now issuing them together in one volume. 
Readers who have not purchased the separate volumes will be glad to add 
this joint publication to their bookshelves. Others, who have failed to read 
either, until they foolishly imagined that it was too late, have now the best 
excuse for combining the pleasures of two.' 

THE PREMIER AND THE PAINTER 

By I. ZANGWILL and LOUIS COWEN 

In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Morning^ Post — *The story is described as a ** fantastic romance," 
and, indeed, fantasy reigns supreme firom the first to the last of its pages. It 
relates the history of our time with humour and well-aimed sarcasm. All the 
most prominent characters of the day, whether political or otherwise, come in 
for notice. The identity of the leading politicians is but thinly veiled, whilr 
many celebrities appear in propriA persmA,"* 
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THE WORLD'S MERCY 

By maxwell GRAY 
In One Volume, price 6s. 

The Speaker. — 'Those who most admired The Silence of Dean Mait- 
/(fZff^will find much to hold their. attention, and to make them think in The 
Worlcts MercyJ" 

The Daily Telegfraph. — *The qualities of her pen make all of Maxwell 
Gray's work interesting, and the charm of her writing is unalterable. ^ If The 
WorlcPs Mercy is painful, it is undeniably forcible and dramatic, and it holds 
the reader from start to finish.* 



THE HOUSE OF HIDDEN TREASURE 

By maxwell GRAY 
In One Volume, price 6i. 

The Chronicle. — * There is a strong and pervading charm in this new novel 
by Maxwell Gray. ... It is full of tragedy and irony, though irony is not the 
dominant note. ' 

The Times. — 'Its buoyant humour and lively character-drawing will be 
found very enjovable. * 

The Daily Mail. — * The book becomes positively great, fathomii^ a depth 
of human pathos which has not been equalled in any novel we have read for 
years past. . . . The House of Hidden Treasure is not a novel to be bor- 
rowed ; it is a book to be bought and read, and read again and again.* 

THE LAST SENTENCE 

By maxwell GRAY 

In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Standard. — * The Last Sentence is a remarkable story ; it abounds 
with dramatic situations, the interest never for a moment flags, and the 
characters are well drawn and consistent.' 

The Daily Telegraph. — * One of the most powerful and adroitiy worked- 
out plots embodied in any modern work of fiction runs through The Last 
Sentence, . . . This terrible tale of retribution is told with well-sustained 
force and picturesqueness, and abounds in light as well as shade.' 

SWEETHEARTS AND FRIENDS 

By maxwell GRAY 
In One Volume, price 6s, 
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FOUR-LEAVED CLOVER 

By maxwell GRAY 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Athenaeum. — * Brightly and pleasantly written. Maxwell Gray's new 
story will entertain all readers who can enjoy the purely sentimental in 
fiction. ' 

The Scotsman. — * The story is full of bright dialogue : it is one of the 
pleasantest and healthiest novels of the season. ' 

HEARTS IMPORTUNATE 

By EVELYN DICKINSON 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Daily Telegraph. — * Happy in title and successful in evolution, 
Miss Dickinson's novel is very welcome. We have read it with great 
pleasure, due not only to the interest of the theme, but to an appreciation of 
the artistic method, and the innate power of the authoress. It is vigorous, 
forcible, convincing.' 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — * An enjoyable book, and a clever one.* 

THE HIDDEN MODEL 

By FRANCES HARROD 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Outlook. — * Intensely dramatic and moving. We have sensitive 
analysis of character, sentiment, colour, agreeable pathos.' 

The Athenaeum. — * A good story simply told and undidactic, with men 
and women in it who are creatures of real flesh and blood. An artistic 
coterie is described briefly and pithily, with humour and without exaggeration.' 

The Academy. — * A pathetic little love idyll, touching, plaintive, and not 
without a kindly and gentle fascination.* 

Literature. — * A remarkably original and powerful story : one of the most 
interesting and original books of the year.' 

The Sunday Special. — * Thrilling from cover to cover.' 

SAWDUST 

By DOROTHEA GERARD 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Athensum. — * Once again Dorothea Gerard has shown considerable 
ability in the delineation of diverse characters — ^ability as evident in the 
minor as in the chief persons ; and, what is more, she gets her effects without 
any undue labouring of points as to the goodness or badness of her people.' 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — 'The little town of Zanee, a retired spot in 
the lower Carpathians, is the scene of Miss Gerard's book. Remote enough, 
geographically; but the writer has not seen her Galician peasants as 
foreigners, nor has she made them other than entirely human. Human, too, 
are the scheming Jews, the Polish Counts and Countesses, the German 
millionaire. The story is simple and eminently natural.' 
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GLORIA MUNDI 

By HAROLD FREDERIC 
In One Volume^ price 6 j. 

The Daily Chronicle. — ' Mr. Harold Frederic has here achieved a triumph 
of characterisation rare indeed in fiction, even in such fiction as is given us by 
our greatest Gloria Mundi is a work of art ; and one cannot read a dozen 
of its pages without feeling that the artist was an informed, lai^e-minded, 
tolerant man of the world.' 

The St James's Gazette. — ' It is packed with interesting thought as well 
as clear-cut individual and living character, and is certainly one of the few 
striking serious novels, apart from adventure and romance, which have been 
produced this year. ' 

ILLUMINATION 

By HAROLD FREDERIC 

Jn One Volumey price 6s, 

The Spectator. — * There is something more than the mere touch of the 
vanished hand that wrote TAe Scarlet Letter in Illumination^ which is the 
best novel Mr. Harold Frederic has produced, and, indeed, places him very 
near if not quite at the head of the newest school of American fiction.' 

The Manchester Guardian. — ' It is a long time since a book of such 
genuine imp>ortance has appeared. It will not only afford novel-readers food 
for discussion during the coming season, but it will eventually fill a recognised 
place in English fiction. ' 

THE MARKET-PLACE 

By HAROLD FREDERIC 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Times. — * Harold Frederic stood head and shoulders above the ordinary 
run of novelists. TAe Market'Place seizes the imagination and holds the 
reader's interest, and it is suggestive and stimulating to thought. ' 

The Bookman. — ' Incomparably the best novel of the year. It is a ruthless 
exposure, a merciless satire. Both as satire and romance it is splendid 
reading. As a romance of the " City " it has no equal in modern fiction.' 

THE LAKE OF WINE 

By BERNARD CAPES 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

W. E. Henley in *The Outlook.'— * Mr. Capes's devotion to style does 
him yeoman service all through this excellent romance. ... I have read no 
book for long which contented me as this book. This story— excellently 
invented and excellently done — is one no lover of romance can afford to leave 
unread.' 

The St. James's Gazette.— 'The love-motif is of the quaintest and 
daintiest ; the clash of arms is Stevensonian. . . . There is a vein of mystery 
running through the book, and greatly enhancing its interest. ' 
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VIA LUCIS 

By KASSANDRA VIVARIA 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Daily Telegfraph. — 'Perhaps never before has there been related 
with such detail, such convincing honesty, and such pitiless clearsightedness, 
the tale of misery and torturing perplexity, through which a young and ardent 
seeker after truth can stru^le. It is all so strongly drawn. The book is 
simply and quietly written, and gains in force from its clear, direct style. 
Every page, every descriptive line bears the stamp of truth.' 

The Morning* Post. — ' Via Lucis is but one more exercise, and by no 
means the least admirable, on that great and inexhaustible theme which has 
inspired countless artists and poets and novelists — the conflict between the 
aspirations of the soul for rest in religion and of the heart for human love and 
the war&re of the world. 

THE OPEN QUESTION 

By ELIZABETH ROBINS 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The St James's Gazette. —'This is an extraordinarily fine novel. . . . We 
have not, for many years, come across a serious novel of modern life which 
has more powerfully impressed our imagination, or created such an instant 
conviction of the genius of its writer. . . . We express our own decided 
opinion that it is a book which, setting itself a profound human problem, 
treats it in a manner worthy of the profoundest thinkers of the time, with a 
literary art and a fulness of the knowledge of life which stamp a master 
novelist. ... It is not meat for little people or for fools ; but for those who 
care for English fiction as a vehicle of the constructive intellect, building up 
types of living humanity for our study, it will be a new revelation of strength, 
and strange, serious beauty. 

BELOW THE SALT 

By ELIZABETH ROBINS 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Daily Chronicle. — * All cleverly told, vivacious, life-like, observant 
sketches. Were we to award the palm where all are meritorious, it should 
be to the delightful triplet entitled *The Portman Memoirs.' These three 
sketches are positively exhilarating. We can sincerely recommend them as 
certain cures for the vapours, the spleen, or the "blues."' 

THE LADY OF DREAMS 

By una L. SILBERRAD 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Athenaeum. — ' Shows marked ability. There is taste and restraint in 
its composition ; dialogue is used at the right points and in due proportion ; 
and the setting of a scene where an important incident occurs is always' well 
sketched. The reader's interest is well and legitimately sustained.' 

The British Weekly. — * Many novel-readers will pronounce this the best 
book of its year. It is a work of genius which gives Miss Silberrad a place 
amongst our foremost writers. ' . 
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ST. IVES 

By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Times. — ' Neither Stevenson himself nor any one else has given us a 
better example of a dashing story, full of life and colour and interest. St. Ives 
is both an entirely delightful personage and a narrator with an enthralling 
style — a character who will be treasured up in the memory along with David 
Balfour and Alan Breck, even with D'Artagnan and the Musketeers.' 

THE EBB-TIDE 

By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 

AND 

LLOYD OSBOURNE 

In One Volume, price 6s. 

The Daily Chronicle. — *We are swept along without a pause on the 
current of the animated and vigorous narrative. Each incident and adven- 
ture is told with that incomparable keenness of vision which is Mr. Stevenson's 
greatest charm as a story-teller.' 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — 'It is brilliantly invented, and it is not less 
brilliantly told. There is not a dull sentence in the whole run of it. And 
the style is fresh, alert, full of surprises — in fact, is very good latter-day 
Stevenson indeed. ' 

THE QUEEN VERSUS BILLY 

By LLOYD OSBOURNE 

In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — ' Of the nine stories in this volume, not one falls 
below a notably high level, while three or four of them at least attain what 
short stories not often do, the certainty that they will be re-read, and vividly 
remembered between re-readings. Mr. Osboume writes often with a deli- 
cious rollick of humour, sometimes with a pathos from which tears are not 
far remote, and always with the buoyancy and crispness without which the 
short story is naught, and with which it can be so much.' 

The Outlook. — 'These stories are admirable. They are positive good 
things, wanting not for strength, pathos, humour, observation. ' 

CHINATOWN STORIES 

By C. B. FERNALD 
In One Volume, price 6x. 

The Academy. — <We feel that Mr. Femald has described the Chinese 
character with extraordinary accuracy. His range is considerable ; he begins 
this volume, for example, with an idyllic story of an adorable Chinese infant. 
. . . This is sheer good-humour, and prettiness and colour. And at the 
end of the book is one of the grimmest and ablest yams of Chinese piracy and 
high sea villainy that any one has written, Stevenson not excluded. In each 
of these we see the hand of a very capable literary artist. It is a fascinating 
book. * 
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A DAUGHTER OF THE VELDT 

By BASIL MARNAN 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Morning^ Post.— * A strong, clever, and striking book. Mr. Basil 
Maman has drawn some vivid and wholly new pictures. The book has 
scenes of dramatic power, told with simple directness.' 

The Daily Chronicle. — 'It has interested us profoundly, and has given us 
good and sufficient reason to hope that another novel from the same hand and 
with the same mise-en-schte, may before very long come our way.' 

The Scotsman. — 'This is a South African novel which should arrest 
attention. It is of engrossing interest. Mr. Maman has dramatic power, a 
vivid descriptive talent, and a rich and expressive style. He has written a 
remarkable book.' 

ON THE EDGE OF THE EMPIRE 

By EDGAR JEPSON and Captain D. BEAMES 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Spectator. — * Of the wealth and interest and variety of the matter theie 
can be no question. It might be called the Book of the Sepoy, for no writer, 
not even Mr. Kipling himself, has given us a deeper insight into the character 
of the Indian fighting man, or brought home to us more vividly the composite 
nature of our native regiments. ' 

The Daily News. — * The picturesque native soldier has never been more 
fully described or more realistically painted than in the present volume. The 
book is packed full of good stuff, and deserves to be widely read.* 

THE LION^S BROOD 

By DUFFIELD OSBORNE 

In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Spectator. — * Mr* Osborne's story transports us to Rome and Capua 
in the days of Hannibal. It is well told, with much vivid detail of Roman 
and Capuan manners, and more vitality in the characters than generally gets 
into the historical tale. ' 

The Athenaeum. — ' A good classical novel is the rarest of good things, 
and The LiotCs Brood is a meritorious piece of work. * 

THE EAGLFS HEART 

By HAMLIN GARLAND 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Athenaeum. — * Mr. Garland's work is always fresh and vigorous, and 
this story is full of his characteristic energy. He makes one share with delight 
in the irresistible fascination of wild life in the Far West. ' 

The Illustrated London News. — 'If Mr. Hamlin Garland had never 
written anything else. The EagUs Heart would suffice to win him a reputa- 
tion. It is a fine book, instinct with humanity, quivering with strength, and 
in every fibre of it alive.' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C 



THE BETH BOOK 

By SARAH GRAND 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

Punch. — 'The heroine of The Beth Book is one of Sarah Grand's most 
fascinating creations. With such realistic art is her life set forth that, for a 
while, the reader will probably be under the impression that he has before him 
the actual story of a wayward genius compiled from her genuine diary. The 
story is absorbing ; the truth to nature in the characters, whether- virtuous, 
ordinary, or vicious, every reader with some experience will recognise. * 

The Globe. — ' It is quite safe to prophesy that those who peruse The Btth 
Book will linger delightedly over one of the freshest and deepest studies of 
child character ever given to the world, and hereafter will tod it an ever- 
present factor in their literary recollections and impressions.' 

THE HEAVENLY TWINS 

By SARAH GRAND 
/;/ One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Athenaeum. — * It is so full of interest, and the characLers are so 
eccentrically humorous yet true, that one feels inclined to pardon all its 
faults, and give oneself up to unreserved enjoyment of it. . . . The twins 
Angelica and Diavolo, young barbarians, utterly devoid of all respect, con- 
ventionality, or decency, are among the most delightful and amusing children 
in fiction. * 

The Daily Teleg^raph. — • Everybody ought to read it, for it is an inex- 
haustible source of refreshing and highly stimulating entertainment.' 

Punch. — * The Twins themselves are a creation : the epithet " Heavenly ** 
for these two mischievous little fiends is admirable.' 

IDEALA 

By SARAH GRAND 
In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Morning Post.— * It is remarkable as the outcome of an earnest 
mind seeking in good faith the solution of a difficult and ever present problem. 
. , . Ideala is original and somewhat daring. . . . The story is in many 
ways delightful and thought-suggesting.' 

The Liverpool Mercury. — *The book is a wonderful one — an evangel 
for the fair sex, and at once an inspiration and a comforting companion, to 
which thoughtful womanhood will recur again and again.' 

OUR MANIFOLD NATURE 

By SARAH GRAND 
In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Spectator. — *A11 these studies, male and female alike, are marked 
by humour, pathos, and fidelity to life. ' 

The Speaker. — *In Our Manifold Nature Sarah Grand is seen at her 
best. How good that is can only be known by those who read for them- 
selves this admirable little volume. ' 

The Guardian. — * Our Manifold Nature is a clever book. Sarah Grand 
has the power of touching common things, which, if it fails to make them 
**rise to touch the spheres," renders them exceedingly interesting.* 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



THE LAND OF COCKAYNE 

By MATILDE SERAO 
In One Volume^ price ds. 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — * It is long since we have read, and indeed 
re-read, any book of modern fiction with so absorbing an interest as The 
Land of Cockayne i the latest book by Matilde Serao (Heinemann), and surely 
as fine a piece of work as the genius of this writer has yet accomplished. It 
is splendid ! The character-drawing is subtle and convincing ; every touch 
tells. Such books as The Land of Cockayne are epoch-making, voices that 
cry aloud in the wilderness of modern " literature, and will be heard while 
others only cackle. * 

THE SCOURGE-STICK 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Observer. — * Not only is The Scourge-Stick the best novel that Mrs. 
Praed has yet written, but it is one that will long occupy a prominent place 
in the literature of the age. * 

The Illustrated London News. — *A singularly powerful study of a 
woman who fails in everything, only to rise on stepping-stones to higher things. 
A succession of strong, natural, and exciting situations.' 

Black and White. — 'A notable book which must be admitted by all to 
have real power, and that most intangible quality — fascination. * 

IN HASTE AND AT LEISURE 

By E. LYNN LINTON 
In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Literary World. — * Whatever its exaggerations may be, In Haste and 
at Leisure remains a notable achievement. It has given us pleasure, and we 
can recommend it with confidence. ' 

The World. — * It is clever, and well written.' 

The Graphic. — * It is thoroughly interesting, and it is full of passages that 
almost irresistibly tenapt quotation.* 

The St. James's Gazette.—* It is a novel that ought to be, and will be, 
widely read and enjoyed. ' 

NUDE SOULS 

By BENJAMIN SWIFT 
In One Volume^ price ds. 

Mr. W. L. Courtney in the * Daily Telegraph.*—* Any one who is so 
obviously sincere as Mr. Benjamin Swift is an author who must be reckoned 
with. The story is very vivid, very poignant, very fascinating. * 

The World. — *Mr. Benjamin Swift was a bold man when he called his 
new story Nude Souls, There is a self-assertion about this title which only 
success could justify. Let it be said at once that the author has succeeded; 
He lays absolutely bare before the reader the souls of a striking company of 
men and women. There is that about the book which makes the reader loth 
to put it down, loth to come to the end — comprehension of human nature, 
and relentless power of expression.* 

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C 



THE LONDONERS 

By ROBERT HICHENS 

In One Volume^ price 6s. 

Punch. — * Mr. Hichens calls his eccentric story ** an absurdity," and so it 
is. As amusing nonsense, written in a happy-go-lucky style, it works up to 
a genuine hearty-laugh-extracting scene. . . . T/ie Loftdoners is one of 
the most outrageous pieces of extravagant absurdity we have come across for 
many a day.' 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — ' It is all screamingly funny, and does great 
credit to Mr. Hichens's luxuriant imagination. ' 

AN IMAGINATIVE MAN 

By ROBERT HICHENS 
In One Volume, price 6j. 

The Scotsman. — *It is no doubt a remarkable book. If it has almost 
notie of the humour of its predecessor ( The Green Carnation), it is written 
with the same brilliancy of style, and the same skill is shown in the drawing 
of accessories. Mr. Hichens's three characters never fail to be interesting. 
They are presented with very considerable power, while the background of 
Egyptian life and scenery is drawn with a sure hand. ' 

THE FOLLY OF EUSTACE 

By ROBERT HICHENS 
In One Volume, price ds. 

The World. — ' The little story is as fantastic and also as reasonable as 
could be desired, with the occasional dash of strong sentiment, the sudden 
turning on of the lights of sound knowledge of life and things that we find in 
the author when he is most fanciful. The others are weird enough and strong 
enough in human interest to make a name for their writer had his name needed 
making. * 

THE SLAVE 

By ROBERT HICHENS 

In One Volume, price 65. 

The Speaker. — * It tells an extremely interesting story, and it is full of 
entertaining episodes. Above all, the romance of London is treated as it has 
never been since the glorious reign of Prince Florizel of Bohemia, and, if only 
on that account, The Slave is a book for the busy to remember and for the 
leisurely to read.' 

The Daily Telegraph. — *The book deserves to be widely read. Sir 
Reuben Allabruth, a figure of real distinction, will take his place among the 
shades of fiction. * 

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street. W.C 



FLAMES 

By ROBERT HICHENS 
In One Volume ^ price ds. 

The Daily Chronicle. — ^ A cunning blend of the romantic and the real, the 
work of a man who can observe, who can think, who can imagine, and who 
can write. . . . And the little thumb-nail sketches of the London streets have 
the grim force of a Callot.' 

The World. — * An exceedingly clever and daring work ... a novel so 
weirdly fascinating and engrossing that the reader easily forgives its length. 
Its unflagging interest and strength, no less than its striking originality, both 
of design and treatment, will certainly rank it among the most notable novels 
of the season. * 

JASPAR TRISTRAM 

By a. W. CLARKE 

In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Times. — * Mr. Clarke is familiar with school-life and writes about it 
amazingly well. The book deserves the attention of all who care for the finer 
qualities of fiction. The story is told with such delicate art, with so sure a 
knowledge of human nature, that we have read it from beginning to end with 
keen interest. laspar Tristram is a remarkable book.' 

THE REBEL 

By H. B. MARRIOTT WATSON 
In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Morning Post. — ' The tale is full of incidents and dramatic situa- 
tions ; the result commands our unstinted admiration. It is an extraordinarily 
brilliant performance. Though full of the most subtle character-drawing. 
The Rebel is in the main a story of adventure. And these adventures are 
related with such sharpness of outline, they are so vivid, and the style of the 
author is so brilliant throughout, that were there not a character in the book 
worth a moment's consideration, it would still be well worth reading.' 

RED ROCK 

By THOMAS NELSON PAGE 
In One Volume, price 6s. 

The Morning Post. — 'A story seething with incident and adventure. 
It reads like a chapter torn from the actual history of the times. ' 

The Academy. — ^ Red Rock is delicately fine. It is the expression of a 
gracious, benevolent, high-minded individuality. It has the sweet charm of 
*^ the old school," the dignity, the rare manners. It is honest, loving, and 
capable ; and it has the faint, wistful charm of an antique time. ' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



THE AWKWARD AGE 

By henry JAMES 

In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Outlook. — 'In Tke Awkward Age Mr. Henry James has surjiassed 
himself.* 

The Daily Chronicle. — * In delicacy of texture, his work, compared to the 
work of most, we are strongly inclined to say of all other novelists, is as a 
fabric woven of the finest spider's web to common huckaback. He suggests 
more by his reticences than he tells by his statements. . . . We should 
have to search far and wide in modem fiction to find artistry more finished, 
so consummate.* 

THE TWO MAGICS 

By henry JAMES 

In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The AthenaBum.— *In The Two Magics, the first tale, "The Turn of the 
Screw," is one of the most engrossing and terrifying ghost stories we have 
ever read. The other story in the book, "Covering End," ... is in its way 
excellently told.' 

The Daily News. — ' It is a masterpiece of artistic execution. Mr. James 
has lavished upon it all the resources and subtleties of his art. The workman- 
ship throughout is exquisite in the precision of the touch, in the rendering 
of shades of spectral representation. ' 

THE SPOILS OF POYNTON 

By henry JAMES 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The National Observer. — *A work of brilliant fancy, of delicate humour, 
of gentle satire, of tragedy and comedy in appropriate admixture. We con- 
gratulate Mr. James without reserve upon the power, the delicacy, and the 
charm of a book of no common fascination.' 

The Manchester Guardian. — * Delightful reading. The old felicity of 
phrase and epithet, the quick, subtle flashes of insight, the fastidious liking 
for the best in character and art, are as marked as ever, and give one an 
intellectual pleasure for which one cannot be too grateful. * 

THE OTHER HOUSE 

By henry JAMES 

In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Daily News. — ' A melodrama wrought with the exquisiteness of a 
madrigal. All the characters, however lightly sketched, are drawn with that 
clearness of insight, with those minute, accurate, unforeseen touches that tell 
of relentless observation. ' 

The Scotsman. — * A masterpiece of Mr. James's analytical genius and 
finished literary style. It also shows him at his dramatic best. He has 
never written anything in which insight and dramatic power are so marvel- 
lously combined with fine and delicate literary workmanship. * 

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



WHAT MAISIE KNEW 

By henry JAMES 

In One Volume^ price 6x. 

The Academy. — ' We have read this book with amazement and delight : 
with amazement at its supreme delicacy ; with delight that its author retains 
an unswerving allegiance to literary conscience that forbids him to leave a 
sUpshod phrase, or a single word out of its appointed place. There are many 
writers who can write dialogue that is amusing, convincing, real. But there 
is none who can reach Mr. James's extraordinary skill in tracing dialogue 
from the first vague impulse in the mind to the definite spoken word.' 

EMBARRASSMENTS 

By henry JAMES 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Times. — * Mr. James's stories are a continued protest against super- 
ficial workmanship and slovenly style. He is an enthusiast who has devoted 
himself to keeping alive the sacred fire of genuine literature ; and he has his 
reward in a circle of constant admirers.' 

The Daily News. — * Mr. Henry James is the Meissonier of literary art. 
In his new volume, we find all the exquisiteness, the precision of touch, that 
are his characteristic qualities. It is a curiously fascinating volume.' 

The National Observer. — *The delicate art of Mr. Henry James has 
rarely been seen to more advantage than in these stories. ' 

The St James's Gazette. — * All four stories are delightful for admirable 
workmanship, for nicety and precision of presentation, and **The Way it 
Came " is beyond question a masterpiece.' 

TERMINATIONS 

By henry JAMES 
In One Volume, price 6s. 

The Times. — * All the stories are told by a man whose heart and soul are 
in his profession of literature.' 

The Athenaemn. — * The appearance of TermincUions will in no way shake 
the general belief in Mr. Henry James's accomplished touch and command of 
material. On the contrary, it confirms conclusions long since foregone, and 
will increase the respect of his readers. . . . With such passages of trenchant 
wit and sparkling observation, surely in his best manner, Mr. James ought to 
be as satisfied as his readers cannot fail to be. ' 

THE COUNTESS RADNA 

By W. E. NORRIS 
In One Volume, price 6s. 

The Speaker. — *In style, skill in construction, and general "go," it is 
worth a dozen ordinary novels. ' 

Black and White. — * The novel, like all Mr. Norris's work, is an exces- 
sively clever piece of work, and the author never for a moment allows his 
grasp of his plot and his characters to slacken.' 

Tne Westminster Gazette. — * Mr. Norris writes throughout With much 
liveliness and force, saying now and then something that is i^orth remember- 
ing. And he sketches his minor characters with a firm touch.' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



THE DANCER IN YELLOW 

By W. E. N orris 

In One Volume^ price 6j. 

The Guardian. — * A very clever and finished study of a dancer at one of 
the London theatres. We found the book very pleasant and refreshing, and 
laid it down with the wish that there were more like it. ' 

The World. — * The Dancer in Yellow takes us by surprise. The story is 
both tragic and pathetic. . . . We do not think he has written any more 
clever and skilful story than this one, and particular admiration is due to the 
byways and episodes of the narrative. ' 

THE WIDOWER 

By W. E. NORRIS 
In One Volumey price 6s. 

St. James's Gazette. — * Mr. Norris*s new story is one of his best. There 
is always about his novels an atmosphere of able authorship . . . and TAe 
Widower is handled throughout in the perfect manner to which Mr. Norris's 
readers are accustomed. * 

Pall Mall Gazette. — ' There is distinction of all kinds in every paragraph, 
and the whole is worthy of the delicately-finished details. Mr. Norris is 
always delightfully witty, clever, and unfailing in delicacy and point of style 
and manner, breezily actual, and briskly passing along. In a word, he is 
charming.' 

MARIETTA'S MARRIAGE 

By W. E. norris 
In One Volume, ^rice 6j. 

The Athenaeum. — *A fluent style, a keen insight into certain types of 
human nature, a comprehensive and humorous view of modem society — these 
are gifts Mr. Norris has already displayed, and again exhibits in his present 
volume. From the first chapter to the last, the book runs smoothly and 
briskly, with natural dialogue and many a piquant situation.' 

The Daily News. — * Every character in the book is dexterously drawn. 
Mr. Norris's book is interesting, often dramatic, and is the work of, if not a 
deep, a close and humorous observer of men and women.' 

A VICTIM OF GOOD LUCK 

By W. E. norris 
In One Volume^ price 6s, 

The Daily Chronicle. — ' It has not a dull page from first to last. Any 
one with normal health and taste can read a book like this with real pleasure.' 

The Spectator. — *The brightest and cleverest book which Mr. Norris has 
given us since he wrote TAe Rogue. * 

The Saturday Review. — 'Novels which are neither dull, unwholesome, 
morbid, nor disagreeable, are so rare in these days, that A Victim of Good 
Luck . , . ought to find a place in a book-box filled for the most part with 
light literature. . . . We think it will increase the reputation of an already 
very popular author. * 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



THE IMAGE BREAKERS 

By GERTRUDE DIX 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Outiook. — * We have here a book packed with thought, suggestive, 
sincere. The story is told supremely well. It has construction, it has 
atmosphere. The characters live, breathe, love, suffer. Everything is on 
the high plane of literature. It is a book of absorbing interest.' 

THE GODS ARRIVE 

By ANNIE E. HOLDSWORTH 
In One Volume, price 6x. 

The Daily Telegraph. — ' Packed full of cleverness : the minor personages 
are instinct with comedy.* 

The Duly Chronicle. — * The book is well written, the characters keenly 
observed, the incidents neatly presented. * 

The Queen. — * A book to linger over and enjoy.' 

THE YEARS THAT THE LOCUST 

HATH EATEN 

By ANNIE E. HOLDSWORTH 

In One Volume, price 6x. 

The Standard. — *A worthy successor io Joanna Traill^ Spinster. It is 
quite as powerful. It has insight and S3rmpathy and pathos, humour, and 
some shrewd understanding of human nature scattered up and down its pages. 
Moreover, there is beauty in the story and idealism. . . . Told with a humour, 
a grace, a simplicity, that ought to give the story a long reign. , . . The 
charm of the book is undeniable ; it is one that only a clever woman, full of 
the best instincts of her sex, could have written.' 

THE VALLEY OF THE GREAT 

SHADOW 

By ANNIE E. HOLDSWORTH 

In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The World. — * The story, in which there are many beautiful descriptive 
passages, is so human and sympathetic, so full of the comprehension and love 
of nature, and shows such real humour too, that it cannot fail to arouse and 
maintain interest.' 

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street^ W.C. 



PHASES OF AN INFERIOR PLANET 

By ELLEN GLASGOW 
In One Volume^ price 6s. 

The Literary World. — * The extraordinary sincerity of parts of the book, 
especially that dealing with Mariana's early married life, the photographic 
directness with which the privations, the monotony, the dismal want of all 
that makes marriage and motherhood beautiful, and of all that Mariana's 
colour-loving nature craved, is pictured, are quite out of the common.' 

THE VOICE OF THE PEOPLE 

By ELLEN GLASGOW 

In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Times. — ' It has many things to recommend it. Miss Glasgow has 
written a clever and interesting book. Her characters are all alive. She 
suggests their Southern States environment with a vivid pen. Her n^^roes 
are capital. A story dealing even lightly with politics that permits itself to 
be read is a rarity. Miss Glasgow has achieved the difficult task, and the 
latter part of her book, which is the political part, is, if anything, the more 
interesting. ' 

THE WHITE TERROR 

By F6lIX GRAS 
In One Volume , price 6s, 

The Spectator.—* The fascination of The Reds of the Midi and The 
Terror is exerted with equal force and charm in their brilliant sequel, The 
White Terror. Few narratives in modem fiction are more thrilling. 
M. Gras has the gift of achieving the most vivid and poignant results by a 
method devoid of artifice or elaboration. The narrative is a master|nece of 
simplicity and ndiveti; a stirring and richly coloured recital.' 

The Daily Chronicle. — 'The book is full of living pictures. The 
feverishness, the uncertainty, of everything and everybody are most power- 
fully brought out.' 

THE TERROR 

By f6lIX gras 
In One Volume, price 6s, 

The Pall Mall Gazette.— 'Those who shared Mr. Gladstone's admiration 
for The Reds of the Midi will renew it when they read The Terror, It is a 
stirring and vivid story, full of perilous and startling adventures, and with- 
out one interval of dufness. ... It excites and absorbs the reader's atten- 
tion. The excitement grows with the development of the plot, and the 
incidents are told with much spirit. ' 

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C. 



GABRIELE D'ANNUNZIO'S NOVELS 

W. L. Courtney in the Daily Telegraph. — Lf Annunzio is one of tJu 
great artistic energies of the age. He is the incarnation of the Latin genius 
just as Rudyard Kipling is the incarnation of the Angh-Saxon genius. He 
has invented new harmonies of prose. 

In One Volume^ price 6s, ecuh 

THE FLAME OF LIFE 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — 'A work of genius, unique, astounding. 
There are passages that sweep one headlong, and the whole leaves an 
indelible impression.' 

The Standard. — * The pages are rich in symbolic imagery, in beautiful 
word-pictures of Venice, and are saturated by the spirit of the Renaissance in 
its most luxurious form.' 

THE CHILD OF PLEASURE 

The Academy. — *. . . Clever, subtle, to the point of genius.' 

The Daily Mail. — * A powerful study of passion, masterly of its kind.' 

The Daily Graphic. — ' The poetic beauty and richness of the language 

make it a sensuous, glowing poem in prose. ' 
The Scotsman. — * The strength of the book lies in the intensity with which 

the writer brings out the pleasures and pains of his creatures.' 

THE VICTIM 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — *No word but "genius" williit his analysis of 
the mental history of the fciithless husband.' 

The Daily Chronicle. — * The book contains many descriptive passages of 
rare beauty — passages which by themselves are lovely little prose lyrics. , , . 
It is a self-revelation ; the revelation of the sort of self that D'Annunzio 
delineates with a skill and knowledge so extraordinary. The soul of the 
man, raw, bruised, bleeding, is always before us.' 

THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH 

The Pall Mall Gazette. — ' A masterpiece. The story holds and haunts 
one. Unequalled even by the great French contemporary whom, in his realism, 
D'Annunzio most resembles, is the account of the pilgrimage to the shrine of 
the Virgin by the sick, deformed, and afflicted. It is a great prose poem, that, 
of its kind, cannot be surpassed. Every detail of the scene is brought before 
us in a series of word-pictures of wonderful power and vivid colouring, and the 
ever-recurring refrain Viva Maria I Maria Ewiva I rings in our ears as we 
lay down the book. It is the work of a master, whose genius is beyond 
dispute. ' 

THE VIRGINS OF THE ROCKS 

The Daily Chronicle.—' He writes beautifully, and this book, by the way, 
is most admirably translated. The picture he presents of these three princesses 
in their sun-baked, mouldering, sleepy palace is, as we look back upon it, 
strangely impressive and even haunting.' 

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 2X Bedford Street, W.C 



THE DOLLAR LIBRARY OF AMERICAN FICTK 



A New Volume is published eaek month, price Two Guin 
post free, for a Subscription of Twelve Volumes, 
or separately in Special Binding 
Four Shillings per Volume. 
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The following Volumes are now ready, and others will fol 
at regular monthly intervals : — 

THE GIRL AT THE HALF-WAY HOC 

By E. HOUGH 

PARLOUS TIMES ^ 

By DAVID DWIGHT WELLS 

HER MOUNTAIN LOVER 

By HAMLIN GARLAND 

THE CHRONIC LOAFER 

By NELSON LLOYD 

LORDS OF THE NORTH 

By AGNES C. LAUT 

THE DARLINGTONS 

By E. E. PEAKE 

SISTER CARRIE 

Bv THEODORE DREISER 

THE DIARY OF A FRESHMA: 

By C. MAGOMB FLANDRAU 

A DRONE AND A DREAMER 

Bv NELSON LLOYD 
LONDON ; WILLIAM HEINEMANX, 21 Bedford Street, W 
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